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PROLOGUE; f 
Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


O Night, if you have brought your good old Tafte, 
Well treat you with a drwnright Engliſh Feaft : 
A Tale, which told long fince in homely wiſe, | 
| Hath never fail d of melting gentle Eyes. 
Let no] nice Sir deſpiſe our hapleſs Dame, 
| For: recording Ballads chant her Name; 
*T hoſe wenerable antient Song-Enditers 
Soard many a Pitch above our modern Writers : a 
They caterwaul'd in no Romantic Ditty, 
ar for Phillis's, or Chloe's Pig 
= Fug they drew the Fair, and ſpoke her plain, 
4 And ſung her by her Chriſff an Name tauas Jane. 
| Our Numbers may be more refin'd than thoſe, 
But what weve gain'd in Verſe, weve boft in Proſe. 
= Their Words no ſhuffling, double-meaning knew, 
FX Their Speech was homely, but their Hearts were true. 
n ſuch an Age, Immortal Shakeſpear wrote, - 
By no quaint Rules, nor hamperiug Criticks taught 5 _ 
With rough, majeſtick Force he mov'd the Heart, 
And Strength of Nature made amends for Art. 
Our humble Author does his Steps purſue, 5 
He owns he had the mighty Bard in View ; 
Aud in thoſe Scenes has made it more his Care 
8 7o raiſe the Paſſions than to charm the Far.” 
© Yet for gentle Beaux who love the Chime, 
F The n Act ftill jingle into Rhine. 
The Ladies too, he hopes will not complain, 
Here are ſome Subjects for a ſofter Strain, 
A Nymph forſaken and a perjur d Swain. | 
bat moſt he fears, is, left the Dames fhou'd frown, 
| The Dames of Wit. and Pleaſure about Tune 
To ſee aur Piflure drawn unlike. their ewne” © 
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Nut li that Error ſhou'd provoke to Fury, 
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PROLOGUE. 


The hoſpitable ' Hundreds of Old Drury, 
3 bid me ſay in our Jane Shore's Defence, 

ge ded about the Charitable P ence, 

Built Hoſpitals, turn'd Saint, and dy d long fince. 0 
For her Example, auhat ſot er we make it, 

They have their Choice, to let alone, or take it. 
Tho, few, as I conceive will think it meet, mm 
To weep ſo ſorely, for a Sin ſo ſweet : E 
Or mourn and mortify the pleaſant Senſe, ih”: 
To riſe in Tragedy two Ages hence. 


1s Perſe 


Cibber. 
Booth, MX 
S Huſbands, x 
Sir Richard Rath Bomann. 
Bellmour. Mills. 1 
Dumonte, _ . Wilks. , 
WOMEN. d. ; 4 
Alicia. Mrs. Worter. 4 
Fane Shore. Mrs. Oldfield. 
oy Lords of the Council, Guards, and 
Attendants. T ſat 
Scene, LOND ON. * 
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Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliff, and 
Catelby. 


Hs far Succeſs attends upon | 
our Councils, ! 
And each Event has anſwer e 
to my wiſh ; 
The queen and all her — / 
0 race are quell'd; | 
1 orſet ĩs baniſt'd and her brother Rivers | 
Fre this lies ſhorter b the head at Pomfret. / 
0 The / 
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To fix a day for Edward's coronation : 


And howſoever buſy they may ſeem, 5 


12 We TRAGEDY off 


The nobles have with joint concurrence nam'd me 
Protector of the realm : my brother's children, 
Young Edward and the little Nori, are lodg'd 
Here ſafe within the tower. How ſay you, ſ.rs, 
Does not this bufineſs wear a lucky face? 
The ſceptre and the golden wreath of royalty 
Seem hung within my reach. 

Ratcl. 'Then take 'em to you, 
And wear them long and worthily ; you are 
The laſt remaining male of princely York : 
(For Edtyard's boys, the ſtate eſteems not of em,) 
And therefore on your ſovereignty and rule 
The common-weal does her dependence make, 
And leans upon your highneſs able hand. 

Cat. And yet to morrow does the council meet 


Who can expound this riddle ? 

Gloſt. That can I. | 
Thoſe lords are each one my approv'd good friends, 
Of ſpecial truſt and nearneſs to my boſom ; 


And diligent to buſtle in aayſtate, - 41 T 
Their zeal goes on no fifcher than we lead, 1 
And at our bidding ſtays. 

Cat. Yet there 1s one, 
And he amongſt the foremoſt in his power, 
Of whom I wiſh your highneſs were aſſur'd: 
For me, perhaps it is my nature's fault, 
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I own I doubt of his inclining, much. p. 
Gleft. I gueſs the man at whom your wordFowa point: 1 580 

Haſtings . - are 
Cat. The ſame. I. 
G4. He bears me great good will. Ch. 
Cat. Tis true, to you, as to the lord protector L. 1 

And Ghfter's duke, he bows with lowly ſervice; - 7 
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A ut were he bid to cry, God ſave king Richard, 
; MT hen tell me in what terms he wou'd reply. 
2 me, I have prov'd the man, and found him: 
know, he bears a moſt religious reverence 
Jo his dead Maſter Edward's royal memory, 
nd whither that may lead him is moſt plain 3 
Pet more one of that ſtubborn ſort he is 
Who, if they once grow fond of an opinion, 
They call it honour, honeſty, and faith, 
And ſooner part with lite than let it go. 
/. And yet, this tough impracticable heart, 
Is govern'd by a dainty-finger'd girl; | 
Such flaws are found in the moſt worthy natures ; 
laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering ſhe 
Shall make him amble on a goſſips meſſage, 
Ind take the diſtaff with a hand as patient 
eier did Hercules. 
Natel. The fair Alicia. 
noble birth, and exquiſite of feature, 
es held him long a vaſſal to her beauty. 
Cat. I fear, he fals in hig allegiance there; 
my intelligence is falſe; or elſe 
he dame has been too laviſh of her feaſt, 
And fed him *till he loaths. 
9 * No more, he comes. 
Ec Enter Lord HasTiNGs. 
Haſt. Health, and the happineſs of many days 
2 upon your grace. 
66 1½˙. My good lord chamberlain ! 1 \ 
| V are much behalden to your gentle friendſhip. 0 23 
IL. Haft. My lord, I come an humble ſuitor to you, 
5 * G2. In right good time. Speak out your pleaſure freely, . 
L. Haſt. I am to move your highneſs in behalf 
deres unhappy wife. 
Bu | 


92 
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Till life fled from us like an idle dream. 


And Ra hearted charity a. 
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Ge. Say you ? of Shore? 

L. Haſt. Once a bright ſtar that held her place on high: | Anc 
The fu ſt and taireſt of our Exgliſb dames, g 
While royal Edward held the fovereign rule. 

Now ſunk in grief, and pining with deſpair, 
Her waining form no longer ſhall incite 
Envy in woman, or defire in man. 

She never ſees the ſun but thro” her tears, 
And wakes to ſigh the live-long night away. 

Ghft. Marry! the times are badly chang' d with her 
From Edward's days to theſe. Then all was jollity, 
Feaſting, and mirth, light wantonneſs and laughter, 
Piping and playing, minſtrelſie and maſquing ; 


A ſhew of mommery without a meaning. 
My brother, reſt and pardon to his foul, 

Is gone to his account; for this his minion 
The revel-rout is done but you were f| 
Concerning her I have been told that you 


Are frequent in your viſitatiom to her. 2X 
L. Haß. No farther, — — ad N. 


Glo. Go to. I did not mean to chide you for i 
For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in you fo fLav * 
To cheriſh the diſtreſs'd------on with your tale. 
L. Haft. Thus is it, gracious fir, that certain officers | 
Uſing the warrant of your mighty name, 
With inſolence unjuſt and lawleſs 
Having ſeiz d upon the lands, which late ſhe held 
By grant from her great maſter Edwards bounty. ge 
Ghft. Somewhat of this, but ſlightly, have I heard ; 7 
And tho fome councellors of forward zeal, at 
Some of moſt ceremonious ſanctity, 
And bearded wiſdom, Rr. N at 
"The hand of juſtice to 
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Pet fi}, in kind compaſhon of her weakneſs, 
high: And tender memory of Edward's Love, 
have with-held the mercileſs ſtern Law, 
Prom doing outrage on her helpleſs beauty. 
IL. Haft. Good heav'n, who renders mercy back for 
With open-handed bounty ſhall repay you : (mercy. 
This gentle deed ſhall fairly be fer foremoſt, 
To ſcreen the wild eſcapes of lawleſs paſſion, 
And the long train of frailties fleſh is heir to. 
her Gh. Thus far, wy” parka pity pleaded only ; 
ty, Our 3 and more tent of grace 
r, Is given to your requeſt. Let her attend, 
And to our ſelf deliver up her griefs. 
She ſhall be heard with patience, and each wrong 
At full redreft. But I have other news 
Which much import us both, for ſtill my fortunes 
Go hand in hand with yours; our common foes, 
The queen's relations, our new-fangled Gentry, 
Rave fall'n their haughty creſts--Whae for your privacy. 
— [ Exeant 
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flicers .. How the has liv'd you've heard my tale already; 
The reſt your own attendance in her family, 

N "Where I have found the means this day to place vou, 
4 nearer obſervation beſt will tell you, 

E 1 

1 a Enter Fang SnoRe. 

Sure or I read her vilage much amifs, 

Q = beſets her hard. Save you fair lady, 

The bleſſings of the chearful morn be on you, 

s greet your beauty with ĩts opening ſweets. 


' Enter BELLMOUR and DUMONT. 


F 
_- 


Vet 


J. 


. 


Tv, 


To ſpeak and bleſs thy name. Is this the gentleman, 


A juſt regard and value for yo 


Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous days 
Than thoſe which now my failing age affords. 


——_ 
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. 85. My gentle neighbour ! your good wiſhes ſtil) 1 The 
Purſue my hapleſs fortunes : ah ! good Bellmour /! Lon 
How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 1 1 
And court the offices of ſoft humanity : 

Like thee, reſerve their raiment for the naked, 
Reach out their bread, to feed the crying orphan, 
Or mix their pitying tears with thoſe that weep : 
Thy praiſe deſerves a better tongue than mine 


Whoſe friendly ſervice you 8 to me ? 
Bell. Madam ! it is. 
F. Sh. A venerable aſpect LA. 

Age ſits with decent grace upon his viſage, 

And worthily becomes his ſilver locks; 

He wears the marks of many years well ſpent, 

Of virtue, truth well try'd, and wiſe experience ; 

A friend like this, would ſuit my ſorrows well. 

Fortune, I fear me, fir, has meant you ill, [To Dumont. 

Who pays your merit with that ſcanty pittance, 

Which my poor hand and humble roof can give. 

But to ſupply thoſe golden a 

Which elſewhere you might 


'The welcome of a friend, and the free partnerſhip 

Of all that little good the world allows me. be; 
Dum. You over-rate me much ; and all my anſwer s . 

Muſt be my future truth; let that ſpeak for me, bY 

And make up my deſerving. , gi 
F. $h. Are you of England ? 4 Th 
Dum. No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my birth? As 

At Antwerp has my conſtant biding been, Cos 


J. Sh. Alas! at Antaberp! * forgive my tears F N 
[ Weeping. 
They 


JANE SHORE, 17 


4 4 hey fall tor my offences and muſt fall 
Long, long e're they ſhall waſh my ſtains away. 
Fou knew perhaps---oh grief] oh ſhame !- -my huſband. 
Dun. I knew him well--but tay this flood of anguiſh, 
The ſenſeleſs grave feels not your pious ſorrows : 
Fire years and more are paſt, ſince I was bid 
With many of our common friends, to wait him, 
Jo his laſt peaceful manſion. I attended, 
an, Sprinkled his clay-cold coarſe with holy drops, 
According to our churches reverend rite, 
And ſaw him laid in hallow'd ground to reſt. 
Af. F. Sb. Oh! that my foul had known no joy but him, 
8 That T had liv'd within his guiltleſs arms, 
And dying ſlept with innocence beſide him! 
put now his honeſt duſt abhors the fellowſhip, 
| = ſcorns to mix with mine. 


'# on Enter a Servant. 
mort. 0 5 Ser. The lady Alicia, 
Attends your leaſure. 


F. Sh. Say I wiſh to ſee her. [Exit Servant. 
Pleaſe, gentle fir, one ment to retire, 
ll wait on the infſtang;,and inform you 
Of each unhappy citcumſtance, in which 
Four friendly aid and counſel much may ſtead me. 
- FR [ Exeunt Bellmour and Dumount. 
1 Enter Alicia. 
Alic. Still my fair friend, ſtill ſhall I find you thus, 
Still ſhall theſe ſighs heave after one another, 
Theſe trickling drops chaſe one another till, 
birth 7 As if the poſting meſſengers of grief 
Could overtake the hours fled far away, 
And make old time come back. 
F. SH. No, my Alicia, | 
4 Heaven and its ſaints be witneſs to my thoughts, 
There is no hour of all my Life o'er paſt, 
hat I cov'd wiſh ſhould take its turn again. 


B Hic. 
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„ 4 $h. My gentle neighbour ! your good wiſhes ra 
Purſue my hapleſs fortunes : ah ! good Bellmour ] M 
How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 
And court the offices of ſoft humanity : 

Like thee, reſerve their raiment for the naked, 
Reach out their bread, to feed the crying orphan, 
Or mix their pitying tears with thoſe that weep : 
Thy praiſe deſerves a better tongue than mine 5 
To ſpeak and bleſs thy name. Is this the gentleman, Spi 


Whoſe friendly ſervice you n to me ? Ac 
Bell. Madam! it is. R An 
F. Sh. A venerable aſpe& ! [Ta. 

Age ſits with decent grace upon his viſage, „ 'Th 


And worthily becomes his filver locks ; 
He wears the marks of many years well ſpent, 
Of virtue, truth well try'd, and wiſe experience ; 
A friend like this, would ſuit my ſorrows well. 
Fortune, I fear me, fir, has meant you ill, [To Dumont) 
Who pays your merit with that ſcanty pittance, 
Which my poor hand and humble roof can give. 
But to ſupply thoſe golden 15 
Which elſewhere you nigh ti expect to meet 
A juſt regard and value for your With, 
'The welcome of a friend, and the free partnerſhip 
Of all that little good the world allows me. 
Dum. You over-rate me much ; and all my anſwer 
Muſt be my future truth ; let that ſpeak for me, 
And make up my deſerving. , 
FJ. Sh. Are you of England? BY 
Dum. No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my birth 
At Antwerp has my conſtant biding been, 4 
Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous days 
Than thoſe which now my failing age affords. "= . - 
F. Sb. Alas! at Antwerp ! S oh forgive my tears | 
[ Weeping | I 
| They 


1 
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es til IT bey fall for my offences---- and muſt fall 
. ong, long e' re they ſhall waſh my ſtains away. 
Fou knew perhaps---oh grief] oh ſhame !- my huſband. 
4 4 Dum. I knew him well but Ray this flood of anguiſh, 
The ſenſeleſs grave feels not your pious ſorrows : 
| 9 3 and more are paſt, ſince I was bid 
With many of our common friends, to wait him, 
To his laſt peaceful manſion. I attended, 
nan, Sprinkled his clay-cold coarſe with holy drops, 
According to our churches reverend rite, 
2 ſaw him laid in hallow'd ground to reſt. 
Ati. F. Sh. Oh! that my foul had known no joy but him, 
8 That I had liv'd within his guiltleſs arms, 
And dying ſlept with innocence beſide him! 
| 8 now his honeſt duſt abhors the fellowſhip, 
4 And ſcorns to mix with mine. 
"uf Enter a Servant. 
Ser. The lady Alicia, a 
ttends your leaſure. 
F. Sh. Say J wiſh to ſee her. [ Exit Servant. 
Pleaſe, gentle fir, one ment to retire, 
3 Ell wait on the inſtan z. nd inform you 


3 1 our friendly aid and counſel noch may ſtead me. 
[ Exeunt Bellmour and Dumount. 
Enter Alicia. 
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Alic. Still my fair friend, ſtill ſhall I find you thus, 
bf % Still ſhall theſe ſighs heave after one another, 

5 bete trickling drops chaſe one another ſtill, 

aus if the poſting meſſengers of grief 


4 1 ould overtake the hours fled far away, 
And make old time come back. 
2 F. Sh. No, my Alicia, 
Fleaven and its ſaints be witneſs to my thoughts, 
There is no hour of all my Life o'er paſt, 


That [ coy'd wiſh ſhould take its turn again. 
B Alic. 
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Lovely, renown'd, a conqueror, and young, 


He was the very joy of all that ſaw him, 


The braveſt and moſt lovely was my curſe. 


Be elſewhere match'd ſo well, as t che ſweetneſs 
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Alic. And yet ſome of thoſe days my friend has known, | 
Some of thoſe years might paſs for golden ones, Ts 
At leaſt if womankind can judge of happineſs. 
What could we wiſh, we who delight in empire, 
Whoſe beauty is our ſovereign good, and gives us 
Our reaſons to rebel, and power to reign, 

What could we more than to behold a monarch, 


Bound in our chains, and ſighing at our feet. 
F. Sh. Tis true the royal Edward was a wonder, 
The goodly pride of all our Engliſb youth; 


Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſwade. 
Impaſlive ſpirits, and angelick natures 

Might have been charm'd, like yielding human weakneſs, 
Stoop'd from their heav'n, and liſten'd to his talking. 
But what had I to do with kings and courts ? 
My humble lot had caſt me far beneath him ; 
And that he was the firſt of all mankind, 


Alic. Sure, ſomething mor han fortune join'd your 9 
Nor could his greatneſs, and s gracious form, (Loves, | 3 8 


And beauty of my friend. 

F. Sh. Name him no more: 
He was the bane and ruin of my peace. 
This anguiſh, and theſe tears, theſe are the legacies; 
His fatal love has left me. Thou wilt ſee me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me; 
F'er yet a few ſhort days paſs o'er my head, 
Abandon'd to the very utmoſt wretchedneſs. 
The hand of pow'r has ſeiz'd almoſt the whole 
Of what was left for needy life's ſupport ; 
Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, and kneeling 
Before thy charitable door for bread. 


2 
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wn, 1 1 Aic. Joy of my life, my deareſt Shore, forbear 
ro wound my heart with thy foreboding ſorrows, 
1 Raiſe thy ſad ſoul to better hopes than theſe, 
4 Tift up thy eyes, and let 'em ſhine once more, 
A - hay as the morning ſun above the miſts. 
xert thy charms, ſeek out thy ſtern protector, 
And ſooth his ſavage temper, with thy beauty: 
"Spite of his deadly unrelenting nature, 
He ſhall be mov'd to pity and redreſs thee. 
r, J. Sh. My form, alas! has long forgot to pleaſe; 
he ſcene of beauty and delight is chang'd, 
No roſes bloom upon my fading cheek, 
Mor laughing graces wanton in my eyes; 
But haggard grief, lean-looking fallow care, 
neſs, And pining diſcontent, a rueful train, 
Dwell on my brow, all hideous and forlorn. 
A only ſhadow of a hope is left me ; 
e noble-minded Haſtings, of his goodneſs, 
s kindly underta'en to be my advocate, 
nd move my humble ſuit to angry Glefter. 
7 Alic. Does Haſtings undertake to plead your cauſe? 
:, 3 jut wherefore ſhould he not? Haſtings has eyes; 
he gentle lord has a right tender heart, 
Melting and eaſy, yielding to impreſſion, 
Id catching the ſoft flame from each new beauty. 
it yours ſhall charm him long. 
J. Sh. Away you flatterer ! 
x charge his generous meaning with a weakneſs, 
: . his great ſoul and virtue muſt diſdain. . 
4 o much of love thy hapleſs friend has prov'd; LA) 
4 po many giddy fooliſh hours are gone, 
And in fantaſtick meaſures danc'd away : 
tay the remaining few know only friendſhip. 
b thou, my dearſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, 
3 Pe to lodge me in thy gentle heart, | 
WE] B 2 A 
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A partner there ; I will give up mankind, 
Forget the tranſports of encreafing paſſion, 
(And all the pangs we feel for its decay. 


Alic. Live! live and reign for ever in my Boſom, 
LE N 


Safe and unrivaPd there poſſeſs thy own; 
And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, 
Ye ſaints that once were women here below, 
Be witneſs of the truth, the holy friendſhip, 
Which here to this my other ſelf I vow ; 
If I not hold her nearer to my foul, 
Than ev'ry other joy the world can give, 
Let poverty, deformity, and ſhame, 
Diſtraction and deſpair ſeize me on earth, 
Let not my faithleſs ghoſt have peace hereafter, 7 
Nor taſte the blifs of your cceleftial ip. 

F. $h. Yes,, thou art true, and only thou art true; 
Therefore theſe jewels, once the laviſh bounty, II 
Of royal Edward's love, I truſt to the; [Giving a 0 f 
Receive this, all that I can call my own, be 
And let it reft unknown and fafe with thee : 
chat if the ftate's injuſtice ſhould oppreſs me, 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a wanderer, 
My wretchednets may find relief from thee, 
And ſhelter from the ſtorm. 

Alic. My all is thine ; 
One common hazard ſhall attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting heart be ſtill, 1 
The ſaints and angels have thee in their charge, „ 
And all things ſhall be well. Think not, the good, 
The gentle deeds of mere ſt done, 
Shall die forgotten all; em 1 8. 
The fatherleſs, the friendleſs, and the widow, 
Who daily own the bounty of thy Hand, 


KH.  Janz SnoRe..' 21 
4 all cry to heaven and pull a blefling on vers} 
| ® v'n man, the mercileſs inſulter man, 
Man, who rejoices in our ſexes weakneſs, | 
ity thee, and with unwonted wer 
m, A 0 Bur thy failings, and record thy praiſe. 
at F. S5. Why {hould I think that man will do for me) 
What yet he never did for wretches like me? 
Mark by what partial juſtice we are judg'd ; 
Such is the fate unhappy women find, 
And ſuch the curſe intail'd upon our kind, 
That man, the lawleſs libertine may rove, 
Free and unqueſtion'd through the wiles of love ; 
While woman, ſenſe and nature's eaſy fool, 
poor weak woman ſwerve from virtue's rule, 
Wo ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny way, 
"And in the ſofter paths of pleaſure ſtray ; 
14 1 Ruin enſues, reproach and endleſs ſhame, 


ue; | d one falſe. ſtep entirely damns her fame. 
d vain with tears the loſs ſhe may deplore, 
Mi "I vain look back to what ſhe was before, IS 1 


5 $he ſets, like ſtars that fall, to riſe no more 


The End of the firſt ACT. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 


3 Scene Continues. | 
4 Enter Alicia. [Speaking to Jane Shore at entring. 
„N farther, gentle friend; good angels guar 


id ſpread their * wings about your flumbers. 


* Te drowzy night grows on the world, and now | 
; B 3 The 


- 


With meagre diſcontented looks they fit, 


But, be it as it may. 
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The buſie craftſmen and o'er-labour'd hind 
Forget the travel of the day in ſleep: 
Care only wakes, and moping penſiveneſs, 


And watch the waſting of the midnight taper 
Such vigils muſt I keep, ſo wakes my ſoul, 
Reſtleſs and ſelf tormented ! oh falſe Haſtings / 
Thou haſt deſtroyed my peace. [ Knocking ewithout. 
What noiſe is that? | | 
What viſitor is this, who with bold freedom 
Breaks in upon the peaceful night and reſt, 
With ſuch a rude approach ? [ Enter a Servant. 

Seryy. One from the court, 
Lord Haſtings, (as I think) demands my lady. | 

Alic. Haflings ! be ſtill my heart, and try to meet hi» | 
With his own arts: with falſhood------but he comes. 

Enter Lord Haſtings. 
: [ Speaks to a Servant at E 
Haß. Diſmiſs my train, and wait alone without, 

Alicia here ! unfortunate encounter ! 


Alic. When humbly, thus, 
The great deſcend to viſit the afflicted, 
When thus unmindful of their reſt, they come 
To ſooth the ſorrows of the midnight mourner; 
Comfort comes with them, like the golden ſun, 
Diſpels the ſullen ſhades with his ſweet influence, 
And chears the melancholy houſe of care. 9 
L. Haft. Tis true I would not over rate a courteſ , 
Nor let the coldneſs of delay hang on it, 4 
To nip and blaſt its favour, like a froſt; 
But rather chuſe, at this late hour, to come, 
That your fair friend may know I have prevail d: 
The lord protector has receiv'd her ſuit, 
And means to ſhew her grace. Dy 
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* Lic. My friend ! my lord! 


L. Haß. Yes, lady, yours: none has a right more 
. To taſk my power than you. (ample 
Alic. I want the words, 
1 pay you back a compliment ſo courtly ; ; 
Hut my heart gueſſes at the friendly meaning, 
And wo'notdie your debtor. 
bout, L. Haft. Tis well, madam. 
| But T wou'd fee your friend. 
Alic. Oh thou falſe lord] 
I ou' d be miſtreſs of my heaving heart, 
)ant, Alle this riſing rage, and learn from thee 
To dreſs my face in eaſy, dull indifference : 
But two'not be, my wrongs will tear their way, 
h:-» And ruſh at once upon thee. 
I. Haß. Are you wile ! 
+ Have you the uſe of reaſon ? do you wake? 
What means this raving! this tranſporting paſſion ? 
Alic. O thou cool traitor ! thou inſulting tyrant ; 
Hoſt thou behold my poor diſtracted heart, 
Fhus rent with agonizing love and rage, 
Ind aſk me what it means? art thou not falſe ? 
"Am I not ſcorn'd, forſaken and abandon'd, 


J & like a common wretch, to ſhame and my 


iven up to be the ſport of villains tongues, 
laughing paraſites, and lewd * 4 

1 all becauſe my ſoul has doated on thee, 

With love, with truth, and tenderneſs unutterable ! 

fy, L. Haſt. Are theſe the proofs of tenderneſs and love? 
: Theſe endleſs quarrels, diſcontents, and jealouſies, 

'S never ceaſing wailings and complainings, 

Tbeſe furious ſtarts, theſe whirlwinds of the ſoul, 

EW hich every other moment riſe to madneſs ? 

E 3 | Alic, What proof, alas ! have I not given of love ? 

Wes What have I not abandon'd to thy arms ? 


B * Have 
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ve I not ſet at nought my noble birth, 

A ſpotleſs fame, and an unblemiſh'd race, 
W- peace of innocence, and pride of virtue ? 
1y prodigality has giv'n thee all, 

And now I have nothing left me to beftow ; 
You hate the wretched bankrupt you have made. "= 

L. Haſt. Why am I thus purfu'd from place to place,, | 
Kept i in the view, and croſs'd at every turn? 7 
In vain I flie, and like a hunted deer, 2 5 aff 
Scud o'er the lawng, and haſten to the 
E're I can reach my ſaſtey, you o'ertake me 
With the ſwift malice of ſome keen reproach, 
And drive the winged ſhaft deep in my heart. 

Alic. Hither you fly, and here you ſeek repoſe, 
Spite of the poor deceit, your arts are known, 
Your pious, charitable, midnight viſits. 4 

L. Haft. It you are wife, and prize your peace of 
Vet take the friendly council of my love; (mind, 
Believe me true, nor liſten to jealouſy. e 
Let not the devil, which nndoes your ſex, 
That curſed curioſity ſeduce you 
To hunt for needleſs ſecrets, which neglected, 
Shall never hurt your quiet, but once known, 
Shall fit upon your heart, pinch it with pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet fleep for ever fm you. 
Go too,-—--—be yet advis'd,-- —— 

Alic. Doſt thou in ſcorn, 
Preach patience to my rage ? and bid n 
Sit like a poor contented ideot down, 0 
Nor dare to think thou haſt wrong'd me ruin ſeize the: 

And ſwift perdition overtake thy treachery ! Av 

Have I the leaſt remaining cauſe to doubt? 
Haſt thou endeavonr'd once to hide thy falſhood ? 
To hide it, might have ſpoke ſome little tenderneſ9\ 


And thown thee Ialf vanefing to wndly mae pI 


[ | 
/ 


E 2 | f 
4 IAN ESNHOR E. 25 
Ind thou diſdain't the weakneſs of humanity, / 
IJ 4 y words, and all thy actions have conſeſs“d it; 
'n now thy eyes avow it, now they ſpeak, 
nd inſolently own the glorious villainy. 
F L. Haft. Well then, I own my heart has broke your 
tient I bore the painful bondage long, (chains. 
ce, jo E my generous love diſdains your tyranny ; ; 
*Vexatious days, and jarringjoyleſs ni ighte ge 2 7 Ts ol . 
Have driv'n him forth to ſeek ſome ws, 5 the 
" he may reſt his weary wings in peace. 
Alic. You triumph! do ! and with gigantick pride 
Defy impending vengeance. Heav'n ſhall wink; 
No more his arm ſhall roll the dreadful thunder; 
Mor ſend his lightnings forth. No more his juſtice 
Fan viſe the prefuming ſons of men, 
Wt perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in ſafety. 
I. Hoſt. Whate'er my fate decrees for me hereafter, 
& preſent to me now, better angel 
eſerve me from the ſtorm which threatens 
Ind if I have beyond attonement ſinnd, 
et any other kind of plague o'ertake me, => 
d I eſcape the fury of that tongue. 
Alice. Thy prayer is heard, but know, proud lord, 
fowe'er thou ſcorn'ſt the wanefs of my ſex, 


: this feeble hand may find a means to reach thee, 
b 


e bitterneſs and ftings of taunting jealoulyſ 


of 
nd, 


Howc'er ſublime in power, and greatneſs plac“d, 
ith royal favour guarded round, and gracd ; 

n cagles wings my rage ſhall urge her flight, 
ee ind hurl thee headlong from thy topmoſt height; 
en like thy fate, ſuperior will I fit, 
ad view thee fall'n, and groveling at my feet; 
Me thy laſt breath with indignation go, 

Wd tread thee linking to the aces below, [Exit Aue. 
L. Hoſt. 


A 1 


* 


Without one jarring atom was ſhe form*d, 5 
A 5 
[4 
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IL. Haff. How fierce a fiend is paſſion? With wil | 
What tyranny untam*d it reigns in woman! (wildneſ 
Unhappy ſex ! whoſe eaſy yielding temper 1 
Gives way to every appetite alike ; * 
Each guſt of inclination, , uncontroul*d . 
Sweeps thro their Souls, and ſets them in an ** ; 
Each motion of their heart riſes to fury, 

And love in their weak boſoms is. a rage * 
As terrible as hate, and as deſtructive. BeKin 
So the winds roar o'er the wide fenceleſs ocean, Mane: 
And heave the billows of the boiling deep, 

Alike from North, from South, from Eaſt, from WV: 15 
With equal force the tempeſt blows by turns | 
From every corner of the ſeaman's compals. | 
But ſoft ye now, for here comes one, diſclaims & hb” 
Strife, and her wrangling train. Of equal elements, ( . 
And gentleneſs and joy, made up her being. 8 
Enter Jaxx Shore. f 


Forgive me, fair one, if officious friendſhip 


Intrudes on your repoſe, and comes thus late, = ſc 
To greet you with the tydings of ſucceſs. 6 m) 
The princely Gloſter has vouchſaf d you hearing, WW: 
To- morrow he expects you at the court, J 5 ; 


There plead your cauſe with never failing beauty, 
Speak all your griefs, and find a full redreſs. 

FJ. SB. Thus humbly let yourlowly ſervant bend (Kr 
Thus let me bow my grateful knee to earth, ren 
And bleſs your noble nature for this goodneſs. Tt 

L. Haft. Riſe, gentle dame, you wrong my meaning 
Think me not guilty of a thought ſo vain, 
To fell my courteſy for thanks like theſe. » 

SV. Tis true your bounty is beyond my ſpeakine i 
4 0 my mouth be dumb * — ſhall _ * ; 4 
when it melts before the throne of mercy, * = 


ſournin! = 
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1dne, Konig. and bleeding, for my paſt offences, 
"MF fervent ſoul ſhall breath one prayer for you; 
prayers of ſuch a wretch are heard on high, 

at heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you n 
fie grace and goodneſs you have ſhewn to me. 
FA. Haft. If there be ought of merit in my ſervice, 
I vute it there, where moſt tis due, to love; 
ca, my gentle miſtreſs to my wiſhes, 
1 my panting heart with beauty. 

. $h. Alaſs ! my lord. 
. Hat. Why bend thy eyes to earth? 

Wherefore theſe looks of heavineſs and ſorrow ? - 
Why breaths that figh, my love? and wherefore falls 
(ts s trickling ſhow'r of tears, to ſtain thy ſweetneſs. 

I Sh. If pity dwells within your noble breaſt, 

f C an it does) oh ſpeak not to me thus ! 

L. Haſt. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of love 
n now thus ſadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, 

4 Id y ſoftneſs ſteals upon my yielding ſenſes, 

4 T my ſoul faints, and ſickens with defire ; 
ow canſt thou give this motion to my heart, 

* And bid my tongue be till ? 

5. $h. Caſt round your eyes 

oon the high-born beauties of the court ; 
old like opening roſes, where they bloom, 
4 feet to the ſenſe, unſully'd all, and ſpotleſs; 
b- ere chuſe ſome worthy partner of your heart, 


3 fill your arms, and bleſs your virtuous bed) | 
nel S 


2 


2 r turn your eyes this way, where fin and miſery, 
mu le loathſome weeds, have over-run the ſoil, 
A bd the deſtroyer ſhame hath laid all waſte. 


king . Haſt. What means this peeviſh, ts fantaſtick 
C you 

3 ere is thy wonted pleaſantneſs of face? (change: 
Thy wonted graces, and thy dimpled ſmiles ? 


urning 


Where 


ſl 


il F 
"it | 
i 

| 

| 


ſoul is juſtly humbled to the duſt : my * ; 
| Ul tongues, like yours, are licens'd to upbraid me, 


14 7 
lf | a 3 thy ſelf with penance 
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Where haſt thou loſt thy wit, and ſportive mirth, 86; 
That chearſul heart, which us'd to dance for eyer; . 
And caſt a day of gladneſs all around ther N 

FJ. Sb. Yes, I will own I merit the reproach ; 
And for thoſe tooliſh days of wanton pride, 


Still to repeat my guilt, to urge my infamy, 
And treat me like that abje& thing I have been. 
Yet let the ſaints be witneſs to this truth, | 
That now, tho' late, I look with horror back; 
That I deteſt my wretched felf, and curſe 


G5 paſt palluted life. All judging heav'n 


s my crimes, has ſeen my ſorrow for FER 1 11 
aft. Nermoreet<his dull ſtuff. Tis time a0 


When the decaying ſenſe is pall'd with pleaſure, 
And weary nature tires in her laſt ſtage : Wy; 
Then weep and tell thy beads, when alt'ring rheums 3 I. 
Have ſtain'd the luſtre of thy ſtarry eyes, 7 
And failing palſies ſhake thy wither'd hand. 
The preſent moments claim more generous uſe ; 
Thy beauty, night and ſolitude reproach me, 8 
For having talk'd thus long -Come let me preſs thee, 
[ Laying hold on bl 0 
Pant on thy boſom, ſink into thy arms, 1 
And loſe myſelf in the luxurious fold. 2 
F. SB. Never ! By thoſe chaſte lights above, I wen ? 
My ſoul ſhall never know pollution more; 1 
Forbear my lord! Here let me rather die, Lau F 
Let quick deſtruction overtake me here, 1 
And end my ſorrows and my ſhame for ever. 15 
L. Haft. Away with this per verſeneſs, - Tis too mull Fan 
Nay, if you ftrive---'tis monſtrous affectation. [ Striving Ab 
Y. Retire ! I beg you leave me r 
N : _ 


4 29 
$ Y . Haft. Thus to coy it /------ 
; = 


Y N th one who knows you too. 
Sb. For Mercy's 
L. Haft. Ungrateful 9 is it thus you pay 
1 \ forvices ? 
F, S/. Abandon me to ruin 
"Rather than urge me.: 
I. Haft. This way to your chamber, [Pulling ber. 
ere if you ſtrugple--------- 
Sb. Help oh gracious heaven |! 
! fave me! help 
2 Enter DumoxT, he interpoſes. 
then Dum. My lord! for honour's fake----- 
enour I. Hat. Hah ! What art thou ? be gone * 1 
1 Pam. My duty calls me 
. my attendance on my miſtreſs here. 
F. $h. For pity let me go D 
YZ Haß. Avaunt ? baſe groom 
| C diſtance wait, and know thy office better. 


D. Forego your hold, my lord / 'tis moſt unman. 
9 is violence (ly 


L. Ha. Avoid the room this moment, 
hee, | I will tread thy ſoul out. 
on bl 4 Dum. No, * lord Ts 
e common ties of ka call me now, 
bid me thus Rand up in the defence 
ſwea! Y an oppreſs'd, unhappy, helpleſs woman, 
. Haſt. And doſt thou know me? ſlave ! 
l Dum. Yes, thou proud lord ! 

I 1 now thee well, know thee with each advantage 
Noch wealth, or power, or noble birth can give thee, 
mul now thee too for one who ſtains thoſe honours, 
vin lots a long illuſtrious line of anceſtry, 
of ab, daring thus to wrong a woman. | 
Ho 8 'Tis won@rous well! I fee my faint-likedame , 
You 


9 


30 The TRAGED Yer 
You ſtand provided of your braves and ruffians, 
To man your cauſe, and bluſter in your brothel. 

Dum. Take back the foul reproach, unmanner'd rai 
Nor urge my rage too far, leſt thou ſhould'ſ find 5 V 
J have as daring ſpirits in my blood Ni 
As thou, or any of thy race e' er boaſted ; Af 
And tho? no gawdy titles grac'd my birth, 
Titles, the ſervile courtier's lean reward; 
Sometimes the pay of virtue, but more oft 6 
The hire which greatneſs gives to ſlaves and ſycophants; A 
Yet heav'n that made me honeſt, made me more My 
Than ever king did, when he made a lord. . 

L. Haſt. Inſolent villain! henceforth let this teach the! _ 

[Draws and 'frikes hin, fr 

The diſtance *twixt a peaſant and a prince. 3 
Dum. Nay then my lord ! (dragving) learn you bias 
this how well ; 

An arm reſolv'd can guard its Maſter's life. 


(- = Dum. 
3 n whic 
tue ti 
ich 1 


[T hey fight. -if 7 Sh 
Sh. Oh my diſtracting fears! hold for ſweet heav u frien 
[They Fight, Du uo diſarms Lord Has rIxc un. 

2 Ha. Confuſion! baffled by a baſe born hind. fou 

Dum. Now, haughty fir, where is our difference now y from 
Your life is in my hand, and did not honour, _m__ a 
The gentleneſs of blood, and inborn virtue 
(Howe er unworthily I may ſeem to you) 

Plead in my boſom, I ſhould take the forfeit. 

But wear your {word again; and know, a lord 

Oppos'd againſt a man is but a man. 

L. Hall. Curſe on my failing hand! your better for if 
Has giv'n you vantage o'er me; but perhaps (tun 
Your triumph may be bou Fo ay repentance. 

Bet B-p 5 [ Exit. 

FJ. Sh. Alas! what LT you ho * you the 

The mightineſs that waits upon this lord? (pow'r 
7 7 | Du. 


* ; * 33 


1 
WS 
k : 
* on | 
wy > 


"<< x 

n 
„ 
1 


1 JANE SHORE. 31 

Dun. Fear not, my worthieſt miſtreſs ; tis a cauſe, 

b which heav'n's guard ſhall wait you. (Oh purſue, 

(ſue the ſacred councels of your ſoul, 

W ich urge you on to virtue ; let not danger, 

N &r the encumbring world, make faint your purpoſe ; 
Sting angels ſhall conduct your ſteps. 

E 9 you W and crown your end with a 
; t my head were laid, my 


24 * et 


its; x my cold coarſe wound in my ſhrowd to reſt; 
8 heart will never ceaſe to 755 . 
l never know a moment's peace till the ; 
Ds». Would you be happy? leave this fatal place, 
from the court's pernicious neighbourhood ; 
exe innocence 1s ſham'd, and bluſhing modeſty 
e the ſcorner's jeſt ; where hate, deceit, 
d deadly ruin, wear the maſques of beauty, 
draw deluded fools with ſhews of pleaſure. 
70 . Sh. Where ſhould I fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 
2v1 friends and all the means of life bereft. 
""* Dum. Bellmour, whole friendly care till . r ta {ſerve 
Ws found you out a little peaceful robage, — 
? from the court, and the tumultuous city, 
ithin an antient foreſt's ample verge, 
T! ere ſtands a lonely, but a healthful dwelling, 
Wilt for convenience, and the uſe of life : 
ound it fallows, meads, and paſtures fair 
Mittle garden, and a limpid brook, 
nature's own contrivance, ſeem ditpos'd ; 
d neighbours, but a few poor ſimple clowns, 
neſt and true, with a well. meaning prieſt. 
d faction, or domeſtick fury's rage, 


3 
OW 


r foi 
(tune 


Exit. 


{cer diſturb the quiet of that place, 
u then the contending nobles ſhook the la 
och t and Lancaſter s diſputed ſwa 
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Vour virtue there may ſind a ſafe Retreat A WM 
From the inſulting Pow'rs of wicked Greatnels. T6 
F. $h. Can there be ſo much happineſs in ſtore ! bj. 1 


A cell, like that, is all my hopes aſpare to. 
Haſte then, and thither let us take our flight, 
E're the clouds gather, and the wintry ſky 
Deſcends in ſtorms to intercept our paſlage. 

Dum. Will you then go? you glad my very ſoul; 
Baniſh your fears, caſt all your cares on me; Bs 
Plenty, and eaſe, and peace of nfind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter days of life moſt happy. a 
Oh, lady ! but I muſt not, cannot tell you, 
How anxious J have been for all your dangers, 
And how my heart rejoices at your Safety. 
So when the ſpring renews the flow'ry field, 
And warns the pregnant nightingale to build, 
She ſeeks the ſaſeſt ſhelter of the wood, 
Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brood. 
W here no rude {wains her ſhady cell may know, 
No ſerpents climb, nor blaſting winds may blow; 
Fond of the choſen place, ſhe views it o'er, 
Sits there, and wanders thro' the grove no more. 
Warbling ſhe charms it each returning night, 
And loves it with a mother's dear delight. 

| ( 


Re, 


T he End of the Second ACT. 
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ACT Ill SCENE I. 


Scene, T he Court, 
7 7 Enter AL IIA with a Paper. 


oul ; . His paper, to the great proteRor's hand, 
With care and ſecrecy muſt be convey 'd; 
you, bold ambition now avows it's aim, 


To pluck the crown from Edward's infant brow, 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds 

a My faithleſs Haſtings adverſe to his hopes, 

3 And much devoted to the orphan king ; 

I On that I build : this paper meets his doubts, 

4 Ind marks my hated rival as the cauſe 

.C Haſting' s zeal for his dead maſter's ſons. 

i jcalouſie ! thou bane of pleaſing friendſhip, 

Jou worſt invader of our tender boſoms 3 


, 1 
3 oy does thy rancour poiſon all our ſoftneſs, 
2 2 nd turn our gentle natures into bitterneſs ? 
>. tc where ſhe comes / once my heart's deareſt bleſſing, 
1 ow my chang'd eyes are blaſted with her beauty ; 
» path that known face, and ſicken to behold her. 
Ext Enter JANE SHORE. 


7. . Now whither ſhall I fly, to find relief? 
Phat charitable hand will aid me now ? 

Fin ſtay my failing ſteps, ſupport my —— 
Ind heal my wounded mind with balmy comfort | ? 
Wh, my Alicia! | — 
A, What new grief is this 

hat unforeſeen misfortune has ſurpriz'd ghee, 
at racks thy tender heart thus ? 

J. . Oh! Dumont! 

Alic. Say! what of him? 


ff 


C 
Whom 


— — 
- - — 
- _ — — 
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Give me the paper, friend. 


Whom Bellmour brought of late to my aſſiſtance ; 
On whoſe kind cares, whoſe diligence and faith 
My ſureſt truſt was built, this very morn 

Was ſeiz d on by the cruel hand of pow'r, 

Forc'd from my houſe, and born away to priſon. * 
Alic. To priſon, ſaid you! can you gueſs the cauſe? a 
F. $h. Too well, I fear. His bold defence of me 

Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 
Alic. Lord Haſtings | ha! 

FJ. Sh. Some fitter time mult tell thee 

The tale of my hard hap. Upon the preſent, 

Hang all my poor, my laſt remaining hopes. 

Within this paper is my ſuit contain'd ; 

Here, as the princely Gloſter paſſes forth, 

J wait to give it on my humble knees, 

And move him for redreſs ! | 

[She gives the Paper to AL1C1A, who opens, m 
feems to read it. 4 
Alic. [Aſide.] Now for a wile, 

To ſting my thoughtleſs rival to the heart; 

To blaſt her fatal beauties, and divide her 

For ever from my perjur'd Haſting's eyes: 

The wanderer may then look back to me,) | 

And turn to his forſaken home again; 

Their faſhions are the ſame, it cannot t fail. A 

[Pulling ou tthe other Paper. 7 
J, $h. But ſee, the great protector comes this way, 
Attended by a train of waiting courtiers. 


Alic. [ Afide. | For love and vengeance : / 


[She gives her the other Paper. Wiſh: s Ps 
Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliff, Cateſby, Md 7 


Courtiers and other Attendants. | . | kr 
J. Sb. [ Kneeling. O noble Ger, turnthy graciom ut! 
Incline thy pity ing ear to my complaint, (eye, nd 


A poor, undone, forſaken, helptets woman, \, 1 


In- 
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rreates a little bread for charity, 
ſeed her wants, and fave her life from periſhi 
7 Ole. Ariſe, fair dame, and dry your watry eyes 
AP [ R ecetving the Paper and raiſing her. 
hrew me, but twere pity of his heart, 
4 Hat could refuſe a boon to ſuch a ſuitreſs, 
1 have got a noble friend to be your advocate; 
# ZAworthy and right gentle lord he is, 
"And to his truſt moſt true. This preſent, now, 
Some matters of the ſtate detain our leiſure ; 
Mie once diſpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, | 
\nc fl give your griefs redreſs. Go too ! be comforted. 
Sh. Good heavens repay your highneſs for this pity 
2 J A 4 d ſhow'r down bleflings on your princely head. 
j . Wne, my Alicia, reach thy friendly arm, 
4 Anc help me to ſupport this feeble frame ; 
at nodding totters with opprſſieve woe, 
A ſinks beneath its load. 
8 Exeunt Ia x E SHORE and ALIC1A. 
E” yp Now by my hollidame ! 
vy of heart ſhe ſeems, and ſore afflicted, 
Ie thus it is, when rude calamity 
4 La s its ſtrong gripe upon theſe mincing minions ; 
1 dainty gew-gaw forms diſſolve at once, 
And ſhiver at the ſhock. What ſays her paper? 
aper. [Seeming to read. 
a 1 what is this? come hither Ratchf ! Cateſby / 
L rk the contents, and then divine the meaning. 
"2 [ He reads, 


J 2 Wonder not, princely Gl/ofter, at the notice, 
aper brings you from a friend unknown? 

4 Haſtings is inclin'd to call you maſter, 

1 A kneel to Richard as to England's king; 

Nut SHore's bewitching wife miſleads his heart, 

nd draws his ſervice to King Edward's ſons; 

drive her my, you break the charm chat holds him, 
C2 | And - 
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And he and all his powers attend on you. 

Rat. Tis wonderful! 
Cat. The means by which it came, 
Vet ſtranger too 

.Ghft. You ſaw it given but now. 

Rat. She could not know the purport. 
a Ghft. tis plain ——— 

She knows itmot, it levels at her life; 

Should ſhe preſume to pra ſuch high matters, 5 
The medling harlot ! 55 ſhould abide it. a 
Cat. What hand ſoe'er N comes from, be afſurtd, | 

It means your highneſs well — 
Gloft. Upon the inſtant, 
Lord Haſtings will be here; this morn, I mean 
To prove him to the quick; then if he flinch 
No more but this, away with him at once ; 
He muſt be mine, or nothing--—But he comes 
Draw nearer this way, and obſerve me well. [They — 
Enter Lord HasTINGs. 
L. Haft. This fooliſh woman hangs about my her 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy ſtill ; | 
This coyneſs is put on, tis art and cunning, 
And worn to urge deſire------I muſt poſleſs her; 
The groom who lift his ſawcy hand againſt me, 
E'er this, is humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, ev'n ſhe may profit by th' example, 
And teach her beauty not to ſcorn my pow'r. 
Gleft. This do, and wait me &er the council fits. 
[Exeunt RATCLIF and Ca TEST 
My lord, . y'are well encounter'd, here has been 
A fair petitioner this morning with us ; 
Believe me ſhe has won me much to pity her : 
Alas ! her gentle nature was not made 
To buffet with adverſity. I told her, 
How worthily her cauſe you had befriended ; 
How much for your good ſake we meant to do, 
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nat you had ſpoke, and all things ſhould be well. 
L. Haff. Your highneſs binds me ever to your ſervice. 
Ghft. You know your friendſhip is moſt potent with 
d our power. But of this enough (us, 
pr have other matters for your ear. i. .f 
e ſtate is out of tune; diſtracting fears, 
ad jealous doubts jar in our publick councils ; * 
nidſt the wealthy city, murmurs riſe, 
ad railings, and reproach, on thoſe that rule, 
With open ſcorn of government; hence credit, 
d publick truſt 'twixt man and man are broke. 
e golden ſtreams of commerce are withheld. 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds and artizans, — 
therefore curſe the great, and threat rebellion. 2. a 
IL. Hef. The reſty knaves are over-run with eaſe, ; 
plenty ever is the nurſe of faction: 
in good days, like theſe, the headſtrong herd, 
Grow madly wanton, and repine; it is 
auſe the reins of power are held too ſlack, 
d reverend authority of late 
heat worn a face of mercy more than juſtice. 

Gt. Beſhrew my heart! but you have well divin'd 
Me ſource of theſe diſorders. Who can wonder 
riot and mis-rule o'erturn the realm, F 2 . 
Pen the crown fits upon a baby brow ? Gat v "Ar & 
Rinly to ſpeak ; hence comes the general cry, 
nd ſum of all complaint: twill ne'er be well 
Ich England (thus they talk) while children govern. 
Haſt. Tis true the king is young; but what of 
feel no want of Edward's riper years, (that ? 
le Gers valour, and moſt princely Wiſdom 
ll ſupply our infant ſovereign's place, 
8 youth's ſupport, and guardian of his throne. . 
loft.” The council, (much I'm bound to thank em 
e plac'd a pageant ſceptre in my hand, (for't) 
8 C 3 Scorn d 


4 ! *\ 
** 
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Scorn'd by my foes, and uſeleſs to my friends. 
|< uy 9 069) Oh, worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, drs 
I think, I ſhould not ſuffer rank offence, 5 
n 65 At large to lord it in the common-weal ; N 
17 or wou'd the realm be enter this,” / 
fed, hus fear and doubt bet{ixt diſputed titles. * 
L. Haft. Of this I am not to learn; as not fuppok 105 
A doubt like this 7 

Gloft. Ay, marry, but thre i is—.—— 

And that of much concern. Have you not heard 
Howe a late occaſton, doctor Shaw | 
Has mov'd the people much about the lawfulneſs 
Of Edward's fine? by right grave authority 

Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 

A Baſtard ſcion never ſhou'd be 5 afted 
Upona royal ſtock 7 > 
Diſcourſing on my brother's former contiac 
To lady Elizabeth Lucy, long befor 
His jolly match with that ſame buzfr 
The queen he left behind him. 
L. Haft. Ill befal 
Such medling prieſts, who kindle up confuſion, 
And vex the quiet world with their vain {cruples ; 
By heav*n tis done in per ſect ſpight to peace. 
Did not the king, 

Our royal maſter Edward, in concurrence 

With his eſtates aſſembled, well determine 
What courſe the ſovereign rule ſhould take he q 
When ſhall the deadly heat of faction ceaſe,  ( 
When ſhall our long divided land have reſt, 
If every peeviſh, moody malecontent 
Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs rabble in an uproar ; 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brains, 
Each day with ſome fantaſtick giddy change? 
GH. What if ſome patriot for the publick good 
Should wy from your ſcheme, new mold the tate 
* 0 


ſtate. 


1 
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L. Haß. Curſe on the innovating hand attempts it ! 


member du the villain, righteous heaven, 
cy great day of vengeance ! blaſt the traytor 


a his pernicious councils ; who for wealth, 
r pow'r, the pride of greatneſs, or revamge, ο 


1 Would plunge his native land in civil wars. 

5 Ghft. You go too far my lord. 

ke L. Haft. Your highnefs pardon — 

Nove we ſo ſoon forgot thoſe days of ruin, 
hen 7ork and Lancaſter drew forth the battles ; 
When, like a matron, butcher'd by her ſons, 

4 pd caſt beſide ſome common way a ſpectacle 
borror and affright to paſſers by; 


"8 


Hur groaning country bled at every vein, 


V hen murders, ra pes, and maſſacres pre vail'd 3 | 
When churches, palaces, and cities blaz'd ; 


With inſolence and barbariſm triumph'd, 


d ſwept away diſtinction; peaſants trod 
von the necks of nobles; low were laid 
ie reverend croſier and the holy mitre, 
d deſolation cover'd all the land; 
I ho can remember this, and not, like me, 
ere vow to ſheath a dagger in his heart, 
I hoſe damn'd ambition wou'd renew thoſe horrors, 
Ind ſet, once more, that ſcene of blood before us? 
= G/oft. How now! So hot! 
IL. Haſt. So brave, and fo reſoly'd. &f wP 4 
Gloft. Is then our friendſhip of 4 little moment, 
hat you could arm your hand agaiifſt my life? 


o, heaven forſend that e er your princely perſon 
zould come within the ſcope of my reſentment. 


; holy Paul! Y're a right honeſt man; 
„ C4 


IL. He/?. I hope your highneſs does not think I mean it: 


C. Oh! noble Haſtings! nay I muſt embrace you: 
| | [Embraces him. 
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The duke is ſurely noble; but he touch'd me 
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If when J meant to lodge you next my heart, 

T put your truth to trial, Keep your loyalty, 

And leave your king and country's beſt ſupport : 

For me, I aſk no more than honour gives, 

To think me yours, and rank me with your friends. 

Haft. Accept what thanks a grateful heart ſhall pa /. 

Oh! ' princely Glaſter! judge me not ungentle, # 

Of manners rude, and inſolent of ſpeech, * 

If, when the publick ſafety is in queſtion, as al 

My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue. Y 
Ghft. Enough of this: To deal in wordy complimen 4 he fir 

Is much againſt the plainneſs of my nature; 4 Y rais' 

I judge you by my ſelf, a clear true ſpirit, ad le! 

And, as ſuch, once more join you to my boſom, | 

Farewel, and be my fri [Exit Gloi 
L. Haß. lam nevecd, 

Not {kill'd and practis d in the arts of greatneſs, 

To kindle thus, and give a ſcope to paſſion. 


ocece 
I 1 


not! 
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Ev*ng the tend'reſt point; the maſter-ſtring 
That makes moſt harmony or diſcord to me. 
J own the glorious ſubje& fires my breaſt, 
And my ſoul's darling paſſion ſtands confeſt, 
Beyond or love's or friendſhip's ſacred band, 
Beyond my ſelf, I prize my native land: 

On this foundation would I build my fame, 
And emulate the Greek and Roman name ; ; 
Think England's peace bought cheaply with my blood, 
And die with pleaſure for my country's good. | 
Exil. 
The End of the Third ACT. 
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Scene Continues. 
Enter Duke / Gloſter, Ratcliffe, aud Cateſby. 


s. 
Il pail ft. "= was the ſum of all ; that he wou'd brook 
i No alteration in the preſent State. 
Marry! at laſt, the teſty gentleman 
\ Mas always mov'd to bid a us bold defiance ; 
t there I drop'd the argument, and changing 
limer 9 he firſt deſign and purport of my ſpeech, 
4 rais'd his good affection to young Edward, 
And left him to believe my thoughts like his. 
4 P Vceed we then in this fore-mention'd matter, 
Glot nothing bound or truſting to his friendſhip. 
Nat. Ill does it thus befal. I cou'd have wiſh'd 
is lord had ſtood with us. His friends are wealthy, 
zereto, his own poſſeſſions large and mighty; 
e vaſſals and dependants on his power 
Im in adherence, ready, bold and many; 
name had been of vantage to your highneſs, 
1 d ſtood our preſent purpoſe much in ſtead. 
. This way-ward and perverſe declining from us; 
Ds warranted at full the friendly notice, 
Which we this morn receiv'd. I hold it certain, 
is puling whining harlot rules his reaſon, 
2d prompts his zeal for Edward's baſtard brood. 
ood, Cat. If ſhe has ſuch dominion o'er his heart, 
a turn it at her will; you rule her fate, 
Exit. d ſhould, by inference and apt deduction, 
| arbiter of his. Is not her bread, 
e very means immediate to her being, 
| We bounty of your hand ? why does ſhe live, 
T. {uot to yield obedience to your pleaſure, 


To 
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To ſpeak, to act, to think as you command? 


Ratc. Let her inſtruct her tongue to bear your meg 8 Pie 
Teach every grace to ſmile in your behalf, _ 
2D And her N eyes to gloat for you; 1 


His ductile re Aon will be wound about, 8 
Be led and turn'd again, ſay and unſay, I 6 
Receive the yoak, and yield exact obedience. 1 

Ghft. Your counſel likes me well, it ſhall be follow. 2 

g Abe waits without, attending on her ſuit. 8 

o, call her in, and leave us here alone. 


[Exeunt Rat. and Catchy 2 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy ſcorn, wk 
Who leaves the guidance of imperial manhood 5 f "= 
To ſuch a paltry piece of ſtuff as this is: 4 
A moppet made of prettineſs and pride; 5 7 
©:/- » "Bat oftner does her giddy fancies change, =” 
Then glittering dew-drops in the ſun do colours--. Non 
ow ſhame upon't ! was our reaſon given rg 
For ſuch a uſe! to be thus puffꝭd about 
Like a dry leaf, an idle ſtraw, a feather, oh 
The ſport of every whiffling blaſt that blows ? hre 
Beſhrew my heart, but it is wond'rous ſtrange ; 3 ali 
Sure there is ſomething more than witchcraft in them, Þ gh 
That maſters even the wiſeſt of us all. If al 
Enter JANE SHORE. ind 
Oh! you are come moſt fitly. We have ponder'd 65 
On this your grievance ; and tho ſome there are, oe 
Nay, and thoſe great ones too, who wou'd enforce | hat 
The rigour of our power to afflict you, ; But f 
And bear a heavy hand, yet fear not you, And 
We've ta'en you to our fayour, our protection 92 
Shall ſtand between, and ſhield you from miſhap. 1 nd 
J. Sh. The bleſſings of a heart with anguiſh broke Ny, 
And reſcu'd from deſpair, attend your highneſs. Bas 
Alas! my gracious lord! what have I — - 7 


To kindle ſuch relentleſs wrath againſt me? 


JANE SHOR FE. -- 
in the days of all my paſt offences, | 
When moſt my heart was lifted with delight, 

I with-held my morſel from the hungry, 
9 N and orphan's cry ; 
| Ir 1 have known a good I have not ſhar'd, 
| 4 7 or call'd the poor to take his portion with me, 
et my worſt enemies ſtand forth, and now 
5 I ny the the ſuccour which I gave not then 
E Ghft . Marry! there are, tho' I believe them not, 
1 Who ſay you meddle in affairs of ſtate: 
That you preſume to prattle, like a buſy body, ) 
Vive your advice, and teach the lords o'th* council 
4 What fits the order of the common-weal. 
J. Sh. Oh that the buſy world, at leaſt in this, 
Would take example from a wretch like me; 
one then would waſte their hours in foreign thoughts, 

5. Forget themſelves, and what concerns their peace, 
To tread the mazes of fantaſtick falſhood, 

To haunt her idle ſounds and flying tales, 
7 hro' all the giddy, noiſy courts of rumour ; 
Malicious flander never wou'd have «bro 
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hs To ſearch with prying eye, for faults abroad 
p ® | If all, like me conſider'd their own hearts, 
And wept the ſorrows which they found at home. 55 
= Gl/ft. Goto! I know your power, and tho' I tft not 
o every breath of fame, I'm not to learn 
That Haſtings is rea your loving vaſſfalll. 
ut fair befal your beauty: Uſe it wiſely, ſ / 
ind it may ſtand your fartunes in much ſtead ; 
Give back your forfeit ] ith large encreaſe, 
ind place you high in ſafety and in honour : 
Nay, I could point a way, the which purſuing, 
ou ſhall not only bring your ſelf advantage, 
But give the realm muck worthy cauſe to thank you. 
LJ. &. Oh! where, or how ?--- --Can my unworthy 
= ne an inſtrument of good to any ? (hand 
Inſtruct 


roker 
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Inftrut your lowly ſlave, and let me fly "op 
To yield obeyſance to your dread command. 9 1 
Ghft. Why that's well ſaid Thus then---Obſerve me 
The ſtate, for many high and potent reaſons, (well, 
Deeming my brother Edward's ſon unfit "It 
For the imperial weight of England's crown--— 
F. Sh. Alas; for pity 
55 ore 'reſoly'd Paws 
To ſet Aide ing infancy, 
And veſt the — rule in abler hands. 
This, tho' of great importance to the publick, 
Haſtings, for »anp peeviſhneſs and ſpleen, 
Does ſtubbornly oppoſe. 
F. &. Does he! Does Haſtings ? a 
Gift. Ay, Haſtings. 1 
J. Sb. Reward him for the noble deed, juſt heavens 7 
For this one action, guard him and diſtinguiſh him 
With ſignal mercies, and with great deliverance. 
/ Save him from wrong, adverſity and ſhame. 
Let never-fading honour flouriſh round him, 
_ conſecrate his name even to time's end: 
Let him know nothing elſe but good on earth, 
And everlaſting bleſſedneſs hereafter. 
Get. How now ! 
Sb. The poor forſaken, royal little ones! 
Shall they be left a prey to ſavage power ? 
Can they lift up their harmleſs hands in vain, 
Or cry to heaven for help, and not be heard ? 
Impoſlible ! O gallant, generous Haſtings, 
Lo on, purſue! aſſert the ſacred cauſe : 
Stand forth, thou proxy of all-ruling providence, 
And fave the friendleſs infants from oppreſſion. 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing prayers, 
And waring angels combat on thy fide. 
Pls You're paſling rich in this ſame heavenly ſpeech, 
And ſpend it at your pleaſure, Nay, but mark 1. 
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ene (My favour is not bought with words like theſs, 
1 Fl o to---you'll teach your tongue another tale. 

F. sb. No, tho' the royal Edward has undone me," 

He was my king, my gracious maſter ſtill ; 

t. ] Ke lov'd me too, tho' 'twas a guilty flame, 
And fatal to my peace; yet ſtill he lov'd me; 

4 With fondneſs, and with tenderneſs he doated, 

Pwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my ſmiles 7 


ö 


And . I---- Oh my heart abhors the thought, 
Stand by, and ſee his children robb'd of right? 
6. Dare not, ev'n for thy ſoul, to thwart me further; 
None of your arts, your feigning, and your foolery, 
Four dainty, ſqueamiſn coying it to me. 
60 to your lord, your paramour, be gone; 
L.iſp in his ear, hang wanton on his neck, 
1 And play your monkey gambols ofer to him ; 4 2 
ZYou know my purpoſe, lk that you purſue it, O 7 /+, 
6. IF nd make him yield obedien&@ to my will. 

Do it-----or woe upon thy harlot's head. | 
F. Sh. Oh that my tongue had ev'ry grace of ſpeech, 
A reat and commanding as the breath of kings, 
Z$weet as the poet's numbers, and prevailing 
Y \s ſoft perſwaſion to a love-ſick maid ; 
uy hat I had art and eloquence divine ! 
To pay my duty to my maſter's aſhes, 
4 nd plead till death the cauſe of injur'd i innocence. 
Y 6. Ha! doſt thou brave me, minion; doſt thou 
43 know 

How vile, how very a wretch my pow'r can make thee ; 

hat I can let looſe fear, diſtreſs and famine, 
o hunt thy heels like hell-hounds thro the world; 
hat I can place thee in ſuch an abject ſtate, | 
s help ſhall never find thee ; where repining | 


ech, Mndu ſhalt fit down, and gnaw the earth Sy anguiſh, /_. 
1 roan to the Pitileſs winds without return, 
My Bow! like the midnight wolf amidſt the deſart 


And 
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[We ſeize on for the profit of the State. 


And only hope forgiveneſs in the grave 


And curſe thy life in bitterneſs of miſery. 
. $4. Let me be branded for publick ſcorn, 
Turnd forth, and driven to wander like a vagabond, 
Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my bread 
Upon the barren, wild, and deſolate waſte, 
Feed on my ſighs, and drink my falling tears; 
er I confent to teach my lips injuſtice, 
Or wrong the orphan, who has none to ſave him. 
Gloſt. "Tis well - We'll try the temper of your heart, | 4 | 
What, oh ! who waits without ? ; 
Enter Rar LITT, CaTESBY, and enden 
Rat. Your highneſs' pleafure. — = . 
Glft. Go ſome of you, and turn this ſtrumpet forth; . 
Spurn her into the ſtreet, there let her periſh, x 
And rot upon a dunghill. Thro' the city 
See it proclaim'd, that none on pain of death, 
Preſume to give her comfort, food, or harbour; 
Who miniſters the ſmalleſt comfort, dies. 
er houſe, her coſtly furniture and wealth, 
The purchaſe of her looſe luxurious life, 


Away ! be gone! 

J. SH. O thou moſt righteous judge-------- 
Humbly behold, I bow my ſelf to thee, 
And own thy juſtice in this hard decree : 
No longer then my ripe offences ſpare, 
But what I merit, tet me learn to bear. 
Yet fince 'tis all my wretchedneſs can give, 
For my paſt crimes my forfeit life receive ; 
No pity for my ſufferings here I crave, 


[Exit J. Shore guarded by Catefby au onen. 
* So 27 for this. Your projects at an end: 
Ae e Racclif 


s my power, 1 ; 
And ſets us all at og. See that a guard * | 
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4 
. ready at my call 
0 Rat. The council waits 
pon your highneſs' leiſure. 
by” lh. Bid 'em enter. 
Enter the Duke of Buckingham, Earl of Derby, Bi/bop of 
"Eby, Lord Haſtings , as 70 the council. The Duke 
"Gloſter takes his place at the upper end, then the reſt fit, 
Derb. In happy time are we aſſembled here, 
ark, + point the day, and fix the ſolemn pomp, 
r placing Eng/and's crown with all due rites, 

Mon our ſovereign Edward's youthful brow. 
I. Haft. Some buſy medling knaves, tis ſaid there are, 
ſuch will ſtill be prating, who preſume 
Y carp and cavil at his royal right; 2 
3} terefore I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt | 
*Fappoint the order of the coronation ; 
8 | to approve our duty to the king, 
4 A d ſtay the babling of ſuch vain gainſayers. 
#Derb. We all attend to know your highneſs pleaſure 
[70 Gloſter. 
; bft. My lord 1 a ſett of worthy men you are, 
udent and juſt, and careful for the ſtate: _.. 
4 herefore to your moſt grave determination, wh 

Led my ſelt in all things; and demand, 3 
at puniſhment your wiſdom ſhall think meet 
Wingia apon thoſe damnable contrivers, 
no ſhall with potions, charms, and witching drugs, 
Riſe againſt our perſon and our life. 


8 * 


Haß. So much I hold the king your highneſs's 
precious are you to the common-weal, (debtor, 
at I preſume, not only for my elf, 

hers. in behalf of theſe my noble brothers. 

d: , death. (truth ; 
teliff. off. your ſelves, convince your eyes of 
„ e arm thus blaſted, dry and vither d. 

; 5 | [ Pulling up his dove, | 
© Be Shrunk 
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| Who in conjunction with that harlot Shore, 


He ſha' not live an hour. By holy Paul 
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Shrunk like a foul abortion, and decay'd, 
Like ſome untimely product of the ſeaſons, 
Robb'd of its properties of ſtrength and office. 
is is the ſorcery of Edward's wite, 


nd otherlike confederate mid-night haggs. 
y force of potent ſpells, of bloody characters, 
d conjurations horrible to hear, 
| fiends and ſpectres from the yawning deep, 
And ſet the miniſters of hell at work, 
To torture and deſpoil me of my life. 
L. Haft. If they have done this deed------- 
Ghoft. If they have done it 
Talk' ſt thou to me of if's ! audacious traytor ! 
Thou art that ſtrumpet M chief abettor, 
The patron and complotter of her miſchiefs, 
And join'd in this contrivance for my death. 4 
Nay, ſtart not, lords, -what hoa a guard there, Sir 
[E nter Gua. . 
Lord Haſtings, I arreſt thee of high treaſon. > 
Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away, 


I will not dine before his head be brought me : 
Rarcliſt, ſtay you, and ſee that it be done. 
The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. A 
[Exeunt Gloſter and Lords fall 
[Manent Lord Haſtings, Ratcliff and Gua, 
L. Haft. What! and no more but this----how ! tot 
Oh gentle Razclif'! tell me do I hold thee ? ( ſcaffol 
Or if I dream, what ſhall I do to wake, 
To break, to ſtruggle thro? this dread confuſion ? 
For ſurely death it ſelf is not ſo painful 
As is this ſudden horror and ſurprize. (lut 
Rat. You heard the duke's commands to me were ab 
Therefore, my lord, addreſs you to your ſhriſt, 
With all good ſpeed you may. Summon your court? 
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nd be your ſelf ; for you muſt die this Inſtant. 
L. Haſt. Yes, Ratcliff, I will take thy friendly councel, 
nd die as a man ſhould, tis ſomewhat hard, 

o call my ſcatt'red ſpirits home at once : 

t ſince what miſt be, muſt be----let neceſſity 
ppply the place of time and preparation, 

nd arm me for the blow. Tis but to die, 

is but to venture on that common hazard 
hich many a time in battle I have run, 

is but to do, what, at that very Moment, 
many nations of the peopled earth, 

Ethouſand, aud a thoufand ſhall do with me: 

is but to cloſe my eyes, and ſhut out day- light, 
d view no more the wicked ways of men, 

Jo longer to be hold the tyrant Geer, 

Ind be a weeping witneſs of the woes, 

He deſolation, flaughter and calamities, 
Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy Land. 


2 "I A” 
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Wtch him once more in theſe defpairing arms, 

| Id hold him to my heart. ----Oh Haſtings, Haſtings! 

IL. Haß. Alas / why com'ſt thou at this dreadful mo- 
fill me with new terrors, new diſtractions, (ment. 
7 turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd rage, 

d ſhock the peace of my departing foul ? 

ly ! I prithee leave me 

lic. Stop a minute 

my full griefs find paſſage. Oh the tyrant ! 

dition fall on Glaſter's head and mine. 

Haſt. What means thy frantick grief? 

ſhe, I cannot ſpeak 

I have murder d thee.---Oh I could tell thee / 

Haff. Speak, and give eaſe to thy conflicting paſſi- 
= nor keep me longer in ſuſpence. (ons: 
ac preſſes, NOR erowding thoughts 


Enter Alte. 2 
7 Alic. Stand off! and let me paſs----E will, I 
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Break in at once ; this way and that they ſnatch, 
They tear my hurry'd ſoul. All claim attention, 
And yet not one is heard. Oh ſpeak and leave me, 
For I have buſineſs wou'd employ an age, 
And but a minute's time to get it done in. © 
Alic. That, that's my grief. Tis I that urge thee on, 
Thus haunt thee to the toil, ſweep thee from earth, x 
And drive thee down this precipice of Fate. I 
L. Haſt. Thy reaſon is grown wild. Cou'd thy weak 
Bring on this mighty Ruin? if it could, 4 
What have I done ſo grievous to thy Soul, 
So deadly, ſo beyond the reach of pardon, 1 3 
That nothing but my life can make attonement? 4 
Alic. Thy cruel ſcorn had ſtung me to the heart, 1 
And ſet my burning boſom all in flames, 8 
Raving and mad I flew to my revenge, 
And writ I know not what told the protector, 
That Shore's deteſted wife by wiles had won thee, 
To plot againſt his Greatneſs-----he believ'd it, 
(Oh dire event of my pernicious council !) 
And while I meant deſtruction on her head, 
FH'has turn'd it all on thine. 
L. Haſt. Accurſed Jealouſy ! 
O mercileſs, wild and unforgiving hend ! 
Blindfold it runs to undiſtinguiſh'd miſchief, 
And murders all it meets. Curſt be its Rage, 
For there 1s none ſo deadly ; doubly curs'd 
Be all thoſe eaſy fools who give it harbour : 
Who turn a monſter looſe among mankind, 
Fiercer than famine, war, or ſpotted peſtilence ; 
Baneful as death, and horrible as hell. 
Alic. If thou wilt curſe, curſe rather thine own fall. 


Curſe the lewd maxims of thy perjur'd ſex, (hood: is i 
Which taught thee firſt to laugh at faith and Juſtice, . #ta 
To ſcorn the ſolemn ſanctity of oaths, r oh. / 
e eee. ond x 


Curſe 


4 


JANE SHORE. 51 


urſe thy proud heart, and thy inſulting tongue, 
That rais'd this fatal fury in my ſoul, 
und urg'd my vengeance to undo us both. 
I. Ha. Oh thou inhuman ! turn thy eyes away, 
nd blaſt me not with their deſtructive beams: 
hy ſhould I curſe thee with my dying breath ? 
e gone ! and let me ſigh it out in peace. 
Alic. Can'ſt thou---oh cruel Haſtings, leave me thus! 
enk Hear me, I beg thee---I conjure thee, hear me 
hand | hile with an agonizing heart, I ſwear 
Vall the pangs I feel, by all the ſorrows, 
he terrors and deſpair thy loſs ſhall give me, 
Q y hate was on my, rival bent alone. 
1 had I once divin'd, falſe as thou art, 
danger to thy life, I would have dy'd, 
1 Would have met it for thee, and made bare 
Wy ready faithful breaſt to ſave thee from it. 
II. Haſt. Now mark! and tremble at heav'ns juſt award, 
While thy inſatiate wrath and fell revenge, 
Burſu'd the innocence which never wrong'd thee, 
hold! the miſchief falls on thee and me; 
Eemorſe and heavineſs of heart AL wait thee, R 
And everlaſting anguiſh be thy portion: | 
For me, the ſnares of death are wound about me, F; 
Ind now, in one poor moment, gone. 1 A 
if thou haſt one tender thought / remaining, 
y to thy cloſet, fall upon thy knee, o 
d recommend my parting ſoul to mercy. 
Alic. Oh! yet before I go for ever from thee, 
rn thee in gentleneſs and pity to me, [ Kneeling. 
n fall. A in compaſſion of my ſtrong affliction, 
(hood; is it poſſible you can forgive 
e fatal raſhneſs of ungovern'd love? 
r oh ! *tis certain, if I had not loved thee 
yond my peace, my reaſon, fame and life, 
i'd to death, and tad to — 
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This day of horror never ſhould have known us. 
L. Hoſt. Oh! rife, and let me huſh the ſtormy ſorrow: 


[ Rai ing ha 4 

Aſſwage thy tears for I will chide no more, : 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair one, 
I ſee the hand of heay'n is arm'd againſt me, 
And, in myſterious providence, decrees 
To puniſh me by th miſtaking hand. 
Moſt righteous doom ! far, Ah! while I behold thee, 
Thy wrongs riſe up in terrible array, 
And charge thy ruin on me; thy fair fame, 
Thy ſpotleſs beauty, innocence, and youth, 
Diſhonour'd, blaſted and betray'd by me. 

Alic. And does thy heart relent for my undoing ? 
Oh ! that inhuman Ger cou'd be mov'd 
But half ſo eaſily as I can pardon. 

L. Haft. Here then exchange we mutually forgiveneiſ 
So may the guilt of all my broken vows, A: 
My Perjuries to thee be all forgotten, 
As here my foul acquits thee of my Death, 
As here I part without one an agry thought, 
As here I leave thee with the ſoſteſt tenderneſs, 
Mourning the chance of our difaftrous loves, 
And begging Heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport thee. 

Rat. My lord, diſpatch; the . ſent to chide at 
For loitering in my duty. * 

L. Haß. | obey. 5 

Alic. Inſatiate ſavage, Monſter ! is a moment 
So tedious to thy malice ? oh! repay him, 
Thou great avenger, give him blood for blood: 
Guilt haunt him! fiends purſue him! lightnings bu 


Sudden, and in the fulneſs of his Sins! 
t he may know, how terrible it is, 
* want that moment he denies thee. now. 
I. Haft. Tis all ia vain, — tears chy 17 


= 
* 
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ike a poor bird that flutters in its cage, | 
hon beat ſt thy ſelf to death. Retire, I beg thee ; 
row. o ſee thee thus, thou know'ſt not how it wounds me, 
ny agonies are added to my own, 
Und make the burden more than I can bear, 
Farewel Good angels viſit thy afflictions, 
Ind bring thee peace and comfort from above. 
Alic. Oh! ſtab me to the heart, ſome pitying hand, 
ow ſtrike me dead 
3 L. Ha. One thing I had forgot 
charge thee, by our prefent common miſeries, 
i our paſt loves, if yet they have a name, 
by all the hopes of peace here and hereafter 
et not the rancour of thy hate 
The innocence of thy unhappy friend ; (her, 
T ou know'ſt who tis I mean; oh ! ſhould'ſ thou wrong 
'F heav*n ſhall double all thy woes upon thee, 
nd make em know no end remember this 
& the laſt warning of a dying man: 
reel for ever. [The Guards carry Haſtings of. 
Alic. For ever! oh! for ever! 
h; who can bear to be a wretch, for ever! 
| 4 rival too ! his laſt thoughts hung on her : 
, as he parted, left a bleſſing for her: 
b and I be curſt, for ever ! 
>: ſince her fatal beauty was the cauſe 
all my ſufferings,” let her ſhare my pains ; 
t her, like me, of ev'ry joy forlorn, 
vote the hour when ſuch a wretch was born : 
> me, to defarts and to darkneſs run, 


hor the day, and curſe the golden Sun; 

- ew ry good, and ev'ry hope behind: 
„  (binteſt the works of nature, toath Mankind; 
: hip poor boſom, rend ber Frantickc hair, 
d prove the tormients of the laſt deſpair. 
The End of the Fourth A GT. 
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Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with pain, 
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Acr v. SCENE . 
Scene, The Street 


Enter BELLMOUR and DUMONT or SHORE. 


Sh. OU ſaw her then? 

Bell. I met her, as returning 
In ſolemn Penance from the publick croſs. 
Before her, certain raſcal officers. 
Slaves in authority, the knaves of juſtice, 
Proclaim'd the tyrant Glaſter's cruel orders. 
On either fide her march'd an ill-look'd prieſt, 
Wha with ſevere, with horrid haggard eyes, 
Did ever and anon by turns upbraid her 
And thunder in her trembling ear damnation. 
Around her, numberleſs the rabble flow'd, 
Shouldring each other, crowding for a view, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling; 
Some pitying, but thoſe, alas! how few ! 
The moſt, ſuch iron hearts we are, and ſuch 
The baſe barbarity of human kind, | 
With inſolence and lewd reproach purſu'd her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villainous hands 
Gathering the filth from out the common ways, 
To hurl upon her head. 

Sh. Inhuman dogs, 
How did ſhe bear it? 
Bell. With the gentleſt patience. 

Submiſlive, ſad, and lowly was her look; 
A burning taper in her hand ſhe bore. 
And on her ſhoulders careleſly confus'd, 
With looſe neglect her lovely treſſes hung; 
Upon her cheek a faintiſh fluſh was ſpread, 


Wh 
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Thile bare-foot as ſhe trod the flinty pavement, 

er footſteps all along were mark'd with blood, 

filent till ſhe paſs'd, and unrepining : ; , 

r ſtreaming eyes bent w on the earth, * Een 

Wccept when in ſome bitter 4 of ſorrow, 

heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent zeal to raiſe, 

Ind beg that mercy man deny'd her here. | 

S. When was this piteous Sight? 

Bell. Theſe laſt two days, 

u know my care was wholly bent on you, 

find the happy means of your deliverance, 

W hich but for Haſtings death I had not gain'd. 

ring that time, altho' I have not ſeen her, 

t divers truſty meſſengers I've ſent, 

wait about and watch a fit convenience 

give her ſome relief; but all in vain. 

churliſn guard attends upon her ſteps, 

Who menace thoſe with death that bring her comfort, 

d drive all ſuccour from her. 

5%. Let 'em threaten. 

t proud oppreſſion prove its fierceſt malice ; 

& heav'n befriend my ſoul, as here I vow 

Þ give her help, and ſhare one fortune with her. 

Bell. Mean you to ſee her thus, in your own Torm ? 

5. I do. 

Bell. And have you thought upon the conſequence ? 

Sb. What is there I ſhall fear ? 

Bell. Have you examin'd 

to your inmoſt heart, and try'd at leiſure 

e ſeveral ſecret ſprings that move the paſſions ? 

as mercy fixt her empire there ſo ſure, 

dat wrath and vengeance never may return? 

n you reſume a huſband's name, and bid 

t waketul dragon fierce reſentment ſleep ? 

Sh, Why doſt thou ſearch ſo deep, and urge my me- 

d corjure pp my wrongs to life again ? (morx 
D 4 I have 


* 


White 
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I have long labour'd to forget my ſelf, 
To think on all time, backward, like a ſpace, 
Idle and void, where nothing eer had being; 
But thou haſt peopled it again ; revenge 
And jealouſie renew their horrid forms, 
Shoot all their fires, and drive me to diſtraction. k 
Bell. Far be the thought trom me my care was only 7 
To arm you for the meeting: Better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that name 
Recal forgotten rage, and make the huſband 
Deſtroy the generous pity of Dumont. 
SH. Oh ! thou haſt ſet my bufy brain at work, 
And now i muſters up a train of images, 
Which to preſerve my peace ! had caft aſide, 
And ſunk in deep oblivion---- Oh ! that form ! 
'That angel face on which my dotage hung ! 
How have I gaz'd upon her ! till my ſoul 
ith v went f. her 
And 1fſu'd at my eyes Was there a gem 
Which the ſun ripens in the Indian mine, 
Or the rich boſom of the ocean yields; 
What was there art could make, or wealth cou'd buy, 
| Which I have left unſought to deck her beauty? 
\._ Whateov'd her king do more and yet the fled. 
Bell. Away with that fad fancy.----- — 
Sy. Oh! that day! 
The thought of it muſt live for ever with me. 
I met her, Bellmour, when the royal ſpoiler 


* Bore her in triumph 'fore my widow's home do roug 
Within his chariot by his fide the fate, anc4d a 
And liſtned to his talk with downward looks ; ft ſlum 
Till ſudden as the chanc'd her eyes to glance, dw ſad 


Her eyes encounter'd mine -Oh | then my friend here p 
Oh ! who can point my grief and her-amazement ! ops fro 
As at the ſtroke of death, twice turn'd'ſhe pale, Penches 
And twice a burning crimſon hluſk' all oer her; 1 $ too 1 
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hen, with a ſhriek hea Mr loud me y 


d. 8 
nile down her cheeks guſhing torrents ran, N 
aft falling on her hands, which thus ſhe wrung 


ov*d, her grief the tyrant PR, 

ith @trteous action wood her oft to turn; 
re ſeem' d to plead ; but all in vain; 29 
1 yn to the laſt ſhe bent her ſight towards me, | 
Ind follow'd me till I had loft my ſelf. 

Bell. Alaſs! for pity ! Oh ! thoſe ſpeaking tears 
Would they be falſe > Did ſhe not ſuffer with you? 
Ind tho' the king by force poſfeſs'd her perfon, 

Yer unconſenting heart dwelt ſtill with you; 

all her former woes were not enough, 

1 dok on her now, behold her where ſhe wanders, 

Hunted to death, diſtreſs*d on ev'ry ſide, 

With no one hand to help ; and tell me then, 

ever miſery were known like hers? 

. And can ſhe bear it? Can that delicate Frame 
ure the beating of a ſtorm ſo rude ? 

in ſhe, for whom the various ſeaſons chang'd, 

Jo court her appetite, and crown her board, 

dr whom the foreign vintages were preſs, 

pr whom the merchant ſpread his ſilken ſtores, 

an wee ns 

treat for bread, and want the needful raiment, 
o wrap her ſhivering boſom from the weather? 
hen ſhe was mine, no care came ever nigh her. 
hought the gentleſt breeze that wakes the ſpring 
do rough to-breathe upon her ; cheartulneſs 
acid all the day before her; and at night 
ft ſlumbers waited on her downy pillow----- 
dw fad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſhe lies, 
here Piercing winds blow ſharp, and the chill rain 
ops from ſome pent-houſe on her wretched head, 
nches her locks, and kills her with the cold; 
too much Hence witk her paſt offences, 

- ; They 


jv) 


Firſt to behold her, this way let him lead 


Do not they cover thee, like riſing floods, 


5 Fb T RAGE D Y 


They are atton*d at full-----why ſtay we then ? 
Oh ! let us haſte, my friend, and find her out. 

Bell. Somewhere about this quarter of the town, 
I hear the poor abandon creature lingers : 
Her guard, tho? ſet with ſtricteſt watch to keep 
All food and friendſhip from her, yet permit her 
To wander in the ſtreets, there chaſe her bed, 


And reſt her head on what cold ſtone ſhe pleaſes. 
$h. Here let us then divide ; each in his round, 
To ſearch her ſorrows out, whole hap it is 


2. 
Ger. 
[Exeunt, : ou n 

Enter Jane Shore, her hair hanging hoſe on her ſhoulders, IJ. 
and baręfooted. is I 

F. Sh. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, Oh ! my ſoul! Sers 
For are not thy tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs ? Ind w 


Her fainting ſteps, and meet we here together. 


And preſs thee like a weight of waters down? 
Does not the hand of righteouſneſs aMi& thee : 
And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall ay 
To Pow'r Almighty, thou haſt done enough: 
Or bid his dreadful rod of vengeance ſtay ? 
Wait then with patience, till the circling hours 
Shall bring the time of thy appointed reſt, 

And lay thee down indeath. The hireling thus 
With labour drudges out the painful day, 

And often looks with long expecting eyes 

To ſee the ſhadows riſe and be diſmiſs'd. 

And hark! methinks the roar that late purſu'd me, 
Sinks like the murmurs of a falling wind, 

And ſoftens into filence. Does revenge 

And malice then grow weary, and forſake me ? 
My guard too, that obſerv d me {till ſo cloſe, 


Tire in the taſk of their inhuman office, Ente 
And loiter far behind. Alas ! I faint, Alic, \ 
— 1 | MI. 


kunt. 
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oul ! 
? 
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y ſpirits fail at once this is the door 
Of my Alicia—----bleſſed opportunity 


ll ſteal a little ſuccour from her 0 


ak 


ow, while no eye obſerves me. [She knocks at the door. 


Enter a Servant. 


s your lady, 
y gentle friend, at home? Oh ! bring me to her. 


Ser. Hold miſtreſs, whither wou'd you ? 


Going in. 


[ Putting her back. 


J. Sb. Do you not know me? 


Fer. I know you well, and know my orders too. 
: ou muſt not enter here----- 


7. Sb. Tell my Alicia, 

is I wou'd fee her. 
Serv. She is ill at caſe, 

Ind will admit no viſitor. 

F. $h. But tell her 

T's I, her friend, the partner of her heart, 
ait at the door and beg------ 
Ser. Tis all in vain 


50 hence, and how] to thoſe that will regard you. 


J. Sh. It was not always thus; the time has been, 

hen this unfriendly door, that barrs my paſlage, 

ew wide, and almoſt leap'd its hin 

o give me entrance here ; when this good houſe 

as pour'd forth all its dwellers to receive me; 

hen my approach has made a little holy-day, 

* face was dreſs'd in ſmiles to meet me. 

t now *tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 

ow curſe me to my face. / Why ſhould I wander, 
yy further on, for I can die ev'n here ! 


[She fits down at the daor. 


Alic, * art thou? whoſe miſery and baſeneſs 
| Hangs 


Enter Alicia in diſorder ; taus ſervantg following. pry\.&_,, 


[Shuts the door and Exit. 


— 


Inclining fondly to me, the has fworn, 
{ She lov'd me more than all the world beſide. 


f Oh ! then be good 


— 
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Hangs on my door ; whoſe hateful whine of woe 
Breaks in upon my ſorrows, and diſtracts 
My jarring ſenſes with thy beggar's cry. 
F. $h. A very beggar, and a wretch indeed ; 
One driv'n by ſtrong calamity to feck 
For ſuccour here. e periſhing for want,! 
Whoſe hunger has not tafted food theſe three days; 
And humbly aſks, for charity's dear fake, 
A draught of water and a little bread. 
Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for bread ? 
I know thee not---Go----hwnt for it abroad, 
Where wanton hands upon the earth have ſcatter'd it, 
Or caſt it on the waters.----Mark the eagle, 
And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey; 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed, 
And ſeek thy food with them I know thee not. 8 
FJ. Sh. And yet there was a time, when my Alicia Prim 


Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt bleſſing, : nd n 
And mourn'd that live-long day ſhe -paſs'd without me: ark 
When, pair like turtles, we were ſtill together; And ſe 


When often as we prattled arm in arm, 


Alic. Ha! ſayſt thou ! let me loo upon thee wel- 
mis true know thee now. A miſchief on thee ! 
Thou art that fatal fair, that curfed fſie ; 
That ſet my brains a madding. Thou haft robb'd me; Ind ric 
Thou haſt undone me Murder! Oh my Haſtings ! 
See his pale bloody head ſhoots glaring by me / 
Give me him back again, thou ſoft deluder, 
Thou beauteous witch.---. | 

F. Sb. Alas! I never wrong'd y. 
to me; have pity on me, 
Thou never knew'ft the bitterneſs of want, 
And may ſt thou never know it. Oh / beſtow' 
Some poor remain, the voiding of tii table, 
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\ morſel to ſupport my famiſh'd Soul. 

Alic. Avaunt, and come not near me. * 
J. SY. To thy hand 

I truſted all, gave my whole ſtore ta thee : 

Nor do I aſk it back, allow me but 

he ſmalleſt pittance, give me but to eat, 

eſt I fall down and periſh here before thee. 

Alice. Nay! tell not me! whereis thy king, thy E dward, 
And all the ſmiling, cringing train of courtiers, 

That bent the knee before thee ? 

J. $h. Oh! for mercy ! | 
Alic. Mercy! I know it not-----for I am miſerable, 
ll give thee miſery, for here ſhe dwells ; 

his is her houſe, where the ſun never dawns, 

he bird of night fits ſcreaming Cer the roof, 

Prim ſpectres ſweep h along the horrid een. 

Ind nought is — but wailings and lamentings. 
ark! ſomething cracks above! it ſhakes, it tatters ! 


Ind ſee, the nodding ruin falls to cruſh me! ,, . , 
is fallen! *tis here / I feel it on my Brain! fo I -J q 
1 Serv. This fight diſorders her- / 
2 Serv. Retire, dear lady 

Ind leave this woman 

Alic. Let her take my counſel! 

hy ſhou'd thou be a wretch? ſtab, tear thy heart, 
| Yd rid thy telt of this deteſted being, 

o'not linger lang behind thee here. 

8 waving flood of blewiſh fire ſwells o'er me; 

d now ' tis out, and I am drown'd in blood 

a! what art thou! thou horrid headleſs trunk ? 

is my Haſtings! ſee ! he wafts me on 

vay ! I go ! I fly h I follow thee. 

t come not thou with miſchief-making beauty 

d interpoſe between us, look not on him, 

ive thy fond arts and thy Deluſions o'er, 

thou ſhalt never, never part us more. 

[She runs off, her Servanty following. F. She 


<<< 
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F. $h. Alas! She raves; her brain, I fear, is turn 
[In mercy look upon her, gracious heav'n, 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my journey's end ; 
My head runs round, my eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing ſhadows ſwim before my fight. f 
IJannomore, [ Lies down.) Receive me thou cold earth 
ou common Parent, take me to thy boſom, 
And let me reſt with thee. 
Enter BELLMOUR. 
Bell. Upon the ground / 
'Thy miſeries can never lay thee lower. 
Look up, thou poor afflicted one! thou mourner 
Whom none has comforted ! where are thy friends, 
The dear companions of thy joyful days, 
Whoſe hearts thy warm proſperity made glad, 
Whoſe arms are taught to grow like ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their boſoms ?----thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſaid, 
For ſure thou art the ſiſter of our loves, 
And nothing ſhall divide us----Now where are they ? 
J. &. Ah! Bellmour where indeed! they ſtand aloo; 
And view my Deſolation from a-far ; | 
hen they paſs by, they ſhake their heads in ſcorn, 
And cry, behold the harlot and her end ! 
And yet thy goodneſs turns aſide to pity me. 
\ Alas * there may be danger, get thee gone 
Let me not pull a ruin on thy head, 
Leave me to die alone, for I am fall'n 
Never to riſe, and all relief is vain. 
Bell. Yet raiſe thy drooping head, for I am come 
To chaſe away diſpair. Behold i where yonder, 
That honeſt man, that Pens brave Dumont, 
Is haſting to thy aid--—- 
7. Sh, Dumont; Ha! where ! | 
{ Raifing her ſelf, and looking about. 
Then 
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hen heaven has heard my prayer, his very name) 
enews the ſprings of life and chears my ſoul, 
as he then ſcap'd the ſnare ? 
Bell. He has, but ſee------- 
e comes unlike to that Dumont you knew. 
r now he wears your better angel's form, 
Wd comes to viſit you with peace and pardon. 
Enter SHORE. 
* Sb. Speak, tell me / which is hel and oh what wou d 
Mis dreadful vifion/. See it comes upon me 

lis my huſband ah! [be Sævoong. 
. She faints / ſupport her / 
lain her head, while I infuſe this cordial 
o her dying lips, from ſpicy drugs, 
ch herbs, and flow'rs, the potent juce is drawn; 
With wond'rous force it ſtrikes the lazy ſpirits, 
Fives 'em around, and wakens life anew. 
Bell. Her teak could not bear the ſtrong ſurprize. 
We ſee, ſhe ſtirs / and the returning blood 
gintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle 
pon her aſhy cheek- 
85S. So----gently raiſe her [ Raiſing her up. 
V. Sh. Ha / what art thou / Bellmour ! 
Bell. How fare you, lady? 
FJ. Sh. My heart is thrill'd with horror---- 
Bell. Be of courage—- 
dur huſband lives! tis he, my worthieſt friend 
J. Sh. Still art thou there/---------ſtill doſt thou hover 
h fave me, Bellmour, from his angry ſhade / (round me:? 
Bell. "Tis he himſelf----he lives /---- look up- 


arth 


d blaſt thy eyes with horror ? fince I am grown 
burthen to the world, my ſelf and thee, 

about ou'd I had n&er ſurviv d to ſee thee more. 
4 


5 EY J. A. 


Sh. Am I fo hateful than, ſo deadly to N 


T; Sh. I dare not / — % * 
| that my eyes could ſhut him out for ever , fff 
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FJ. Sb. Oh thou moſt injur'd-----doft thou live indeed 

Fall then, ye mountains on my guilty head. 
Hide me ye rocks within your ſecret caverns, 
Caſt thy black veil upon my ſhame,O night / 
And ſhield me with thy fable wing for ever. 

Sh. Why doſt thou turn away ? why tremble thus? 
Why thus indulge thy Fears? and in diſpair 
Abandon thy diſtracted Soul to horror? 


Caft every black and guilty thought behind thee, . 
And let em never vex thy quiet more. 85. 
My arms my heart are open to receive thee, * 


To bring thee back to thy forſaken home, 
With tender joy, with fond forgiving love, 
And all the longings of my firſt deſires. 
J. $h. No, arm thy brow with vengeance; and appes 
The miniſter of heav*n's enquiring juſtice ; 
Array thy {elf all terrible for judgment, 
Wrath in thy eyes, and thunder in thy voice ; 
Pronounce my ſentence, and if yet there be 
A woe [I have not felt, inflict it on me. 
Sh. The meaſure of thy ſorrows is complete; 
And I am come to ſnatch thee from injuſtice. 
The hand of pow r no more ſhall cruſh thy weakneſs, 
Nor proud oppreffign grind thy humble Soul. V ge! 
FJ. Sb. en, dur vid 
Thy Shroud is fallen from off thee, and the Grave ay, yi 
Was bid to give thee up that thou might ſt come 
The meſſenger of grace and goodneſs tome, 
peace and: bleſs me e'er I go. 
Oh let me then fall down beneath thy feet, 
And weep my gratitude for ever there ; 


Give me your drops, ye foft-deſcending rains, d now 
Give me your ſtreams, ye never-ceafing ſprings, „Jan 
That my fad eyes may ſtill ſupply my duty, K. T. 


And feed an everlaſting flood of Sorrow. 
Sb. Waſte not thy feeble ſpirits---- L have long 


held 


E "BY 
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per 


ath / 


* 
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zeheld, unknown, thy mourning and repentance 


herefore my heart has ſet aſide the paſt, 


and holds thee white, as unoffending innocence ; 
herefore in ſpight of cruel Glaſter's rage, 

don as my friend had broke my priſon doors, 
flew to thy aſſiſtance. Let us haſte 

ow while occaſion ſeems to ſmile upon us, 
orlake this place of. ſhame, and find a ſhelter, 


J. Sh. What ſhall I fay to you? but I obey---- 


Sb. Lean on my arm--- 
J. Sb. Alas, I am wondrous faint : 


jut that's not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe three das. 
. Oh mercileſs! look here my love, I've brought 


(thee 


dme rich conſerves. ------ | 
J. V. How can you be ſo good? 


gut you were ever thus; I well remember 


ith what fond care, what diligence of love, 
ou laviſh'd out your wealth to buy me pleaſures, 


geventing every wiſh : Have you forgot 


e coſtly ſtring of pearl you brought me home 
id ty'd about my neck ?---How cou'd I leave you? 
85 Taſte 2 of this, or this 


J. S. Youre ſtrangely alter d 


y, gentle Ball maur, is he not? how pale 
dur viſage is become? your eyes are hollow; 
ay, you are wrinkled too- alas the day / 

y wrechedneſs has coſt you many a tear, 

d many a bitter pang, fince laſt we parted. 


J. Sb. My feeble jaws forget their common office, 
y taſteleſs tongue cleaves to the clammy roof, 


d now a gen'ral loathing grows upon me- 
I am ſick at heart !---- 


$h. Thou murd'raus forrow ! 


ot thou ſtill drink her blood, purſue her ſtill! 
ut ſhe then die ! oh, my poor penitent, 
E 


Speak 


5 


Sh. No more of that thou talk'ſt, but doſt not eat. 
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Speak peace to thy ſad heart : ſhe hears me not; 
Griet maſters ev'ry ſenſe help me to hold her ls if thy 


Enter Cateſby with a Guard. du coul 

Cat. Seize on em both as traytors to the ſtate-—- Sb. 
Bell. What means this violence ! ------ S. Be 
[Guards lay hold on Shore and Bellmou Puch merc 

Cat. Have we not found you | \ccords te 
In ſcorn of the protector's ſtrict command, ay ſuch 
Aſſiſting this baſe woman, and abetting ind make 
Her infamy ? J. Sh. 
$h. Infamy on thy head! is very 

as there 


Thou tool of power, thou pander to authority ! 
I tell thee knave, thou know'ſt of none ſo virtuous, ut I have 


And ſhe that bore thee was an 2Zthiop to her. Nothing by 
Cat. You'll anſwer this at full away with em. Bell. T 

Sh. Is charity grown treaſon to your court; And left h 
What honeſt man would live beneath ſuch rules: Sh. Oh 
I am content that we ſhall die together.---- All that re 


Cat. Convey the men to priſon ; but for her, 
Leave her to hunt her fortune as ſhe may. 

FJ. Sb. I will not part with him---for me !---for me! 
| Oh! muſt he die for me? © 

[ Following him as he is carry d off---She fall 
Sh. Inhuman villains / (Baal, from the Guar 


The light | 
But I will! 
Till I am 
What muf 


Fare thee \ 


Stand of! the agonies of death are on her — Now execi 
She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold hand. To bonds 
F. Sb. Was this blow wanting to compleat my Bell. Le 

Oh let him go, ye miniſters of terror, What Fate 
He ſhall offend ne more, for I will die, And teach 
And yield obedience to your cruel maſter. No comme 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, | en ſuch 
And take my laſt breath with you. "7 From want 


Sb. Oh my love / 
Why have I liv'd to ſee this bitter moment, 


; $ grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former! 
\\ Why do doſt thou fix thy dying eyes upon me 


— 


w. 
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Fith ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous 725 

s if thy heart were full of ſome ſad meanin 

hou could'ſt not ſpeak / 

J. Sb. Forgive me ! but forgive me ! 

Sb. Be witneſs for me, ye celeſtial hoſt, 

bach mercy and ſuch pardon as my foul 

\ccords to thee, and begs of heav'n to ſhew thee 3 
ay ſuch befal me at my lateſt hour, 

ind make my portion bleſt or curſt for ever. 


is very dark, and I have loſt you now---- 
Vas there not ſomething I would have bequeath'd you? 
But I have nothing left me to beſtow, 


Bell. 'There fled the Soul, 
And left her load of miſery behind. 

$5. Oh my heart's treaſure / is this pale fad viſage 
All that remains of thee? are theſe dead eyes 
The light that cheer my ſoul ? oh heavy hour / 
But I will fix my trembling Lips to thine, 
Till I am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 
What muſt we part then? -—---will you 

[To the Guards, taking him away. 
Fare thee well-—- [Kiſſing her, 
Now execute your tyrant's will, and lead me 
To bonds or death, *tis equally indifferent. 
Be. Let thoſe, who view this ſad example, know, 
What Fate attends the broken marriage vow ; 

And teach their children in ſucceeding times, 
No common vengeance waits upon theſe crimes, 

en ſuch ſevere repentance could not fave, 
From want, from ſhame, and an untimely grave. 


Lug. 
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J. Sh. Then all is well, and I ſhall ſleep in peace -- 


Nothing but one fad figh. Oh mercy heav'n / [ Dies. 


* 
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ve modeſt 1 ye Virtuons e 85 
Who lead with horrid Huſbandt, decent Li uus, 

You who for all you are in juch a 

To ſee your Spouſes Drinking; Gaming > Rabing, . 

Yet make a Conference fill of Cuckald mating.” 8 a 

What can wwe ſay your Pardon is obtain? 

Dis Matter here was provw'd 

She never once deny'd it, but ae, * 

Whimper'd and Cry d. Sweet Sir, -I am ſorry ſor't — 

"Tavas well be met: a kind, good natur d Soul, 

VN art not all jo tafy to e 

T fancy ene might; find in this good Town," | 

Some word ba" gut tht Gentlchan his owns © 

Have anſwer'd ſmart,--Fo What do 

— — nt ſee 8 

Tell me of Hackney- Coaches. Jaunts to th' City- 

Where ſhou'd I buy my China- Faith, I'll fit ye--- 

Our N of & milder, mecker Spirit 

Vu Lordi and Maſters!---wwas not * Ai ? 


Doms you allow it ta be virtuous Bearing, 


Nn ben we Jubmit thus to your Demincerig: A 
Well, Peace bd with her, Se did . romg moſf fr: 3 
But jo ds many more who look demurely : 
Nor ſhout dur mourning Madam weep ahne, 
20 _ art more Ways of Wicketine/i than one. 
1 t ming Stage Hou d fall to m, 
2 1 — fu Hypecrifi," aid and Gang 
Poets frequently. tight move Compaſſion, © 


8 — l 


Fee eee e eee, 
Aud let rour Fellow-feeling curb 
5 Wow 2 | 

1 2 ck e 


on, fi for ore 1 fd. Fon 
| e Fleſp and —_ 
And fince ſbe has «IF 
Ve hind at XN i 

_ 12 r 


